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Introductory note 


Reproduced (original size) from a copy in the Bodleian Library, by 
permission of the Curators. Shelf-mark: G Pamph 777. 

During the later Stuart period the literary public developed a taste 
for collections of verse, original and translated, ‘by eminent hands’ 
(v. A. E. Case, A Bibliography of English Poetical Miscellanies 1521-1750, 
1935; supplemented in The Cambridge Bibliography of English Literature). 
Of this market Dryden and his publisher, Jacob Tonson, took full ad- 
vantage. In 1684 Tonson brought out Miscellany Poems. Containing a New 
Translation of Virgills Eclogues, Ovtd’s Love Elegies, Odes of Horace, and 
Other Authors ; with Several Original Poems. By the most Eminent Hands. This 
was the first volume in what was to become one of the most popular and 
influential miscellanies of the time. It contained Mac Flecknoe, reprints of 
Absalom and Achitophel and The Medall, and 23 other pieces (mostly pro- 
logues and epilogues) by Dryden, who probably acted as literary adviser. 
In January 1685 Tonson published Sylvae, the ‘Second Part of Poetical 
Miscellanies’ (Stationers’ Register, 10 January; advertised in The Observator, 
1 January), containing 14 translations by Dryden and two songs (pp. 
464-8; anonymous in the first edition but ascribed to Dryden in the 
second) —almost half the poetry in the book. Dryden’s Preface is one of his 
most important critical essays. 

Syluae appeared also in 1685 with a general title-page to cover the first 
and second miscellanies when they were sold together: Miscellany Poems, 
in Two Parts. Containing New Translations of Virgil’s Eclogues, Ovid’s Love- 
Elegies, Several Parts of Virgil’s A&neids, Lucretius, Theocritus, Horace, &c. 
"1th Several Original Poems, Never before Printed. By the most Eminent Hands. 
A second edition was published in 1692 (some copies dated 1693), and a 
third in 1702 (‘Publish’d by Mr. Dryden’, who was two years dead). 
The third edition retains the Preface, Virgil’s ‘Mezentius and Lausus’, 
two of the passages from Lucretius, the translations of Theocritus and 
Horace, and ‘Sylvia the fair’; Dryden’s other 1685 poems are replaced by 
his lines ‘To the Earl of Roscomon’, ‘Cymon and Iphigenia’ (from 
Fables Ancient and Modern, 1700), “To Sir George Etherege’, and ‘Prologue 
to his Royal Highness’ (1682). Sylvae was followed in 1693 by Examen 
Poeticum: Being the Third Part of Miscellany Poems (with a dedicatory essay 
and 15 poems by Dryden), reprinted in 1706; in 1694 by The Annual 


Miscellany: For the Year 1694. Being the Fourth Part of Miscellany Poems 
(containing Dryden’s lines to Sir Godfrey Kneller and his translation of 
Virgil’s Georgics III), reprinted in 1708; in 1704 by Poetical Miscellanies : 
The Fifth Part (containing 13 pieces by Dryden); and in 1709 by a Sixth 
Part, with nothing by Dryden but including the first printing of Pope’s 
Pastorals. 

Dryden was closely involved in the preparation of Sylvae. In the autumn 
of 1684 he wrote to Tonson from Northamptonshire: ‘Your opinion of the 
Miscellanyes is likewise mine: I will for once lay by the Religio Laici 
[first published in 1682], tili another time. But I must also add, that since 
we are to have nothing but new, I am resolvd we will have nothing but 
good, whomever we disoblige. You will have of mine four Odes of Horace, 
which I have already translated, another small translation of forty lines 
from Lucretius; the whole story of Nisus and Eurialus, both in the fifth, 
and the ninth of Virgils Eneids; & I care not who translates them beside 
me, for let him be friend or foe, I will please my self, & not give off in 
consideration of any man. There will be forty lines more of Virgil in 
another place; to answer those of Lucretius; I meane those very lines 
which Montaign has compar’d in those two poets: & Homer shall sleep 
on for me: I will not now meddle with him’ (B.M. MS Egerton 2869, f.30). 
But despite Dryden’s warning to Tonson in the same letter that ‘my 
business heere is to unweary my selfe, after my studyes, not to drudge’, he 
contributed much more to Sylvae than he had promised: three passages 
from Virgil (rewritten for The Works of Virgil in 1697), three idylls of 
Theocritus, the four poems from Horace, two songs, and five passages 
from Lucretius (not the promised 4o lines, but 762). The other named 
contributors were William Bowles of King’s College, Cambridge, and 
John Stafford - both of whom had appeared in the 1684 volume — and 
Dryden’s eldest son Charles. 

At the beginning of his Preface to Sylvae Dryden speaks of being ‘for this 
last half Year .. . troubled with the disease (as I may call it) of Translation’. 
The first symptoms appeared in 1680, when he edited and contributed toa 
volume of Ovid’s Epistles Translated; and the disease gripped him for the 
rest of his life—through the Miscellany translations and The Satires of 
Decimus Junius Juvenalis. Translated into English Verse. Together with the 
Satires of Aulus Persius Flaccus (1693; Dedication, 5 satires of Juvenal, and 
all of Persius by Dryden), down to the two great folios of his last years: 
The Works of Virgil (1697) and Fables Ancient and Modern; Translated into 
Verse, from Homer, Ovid, Boccace, and Chaucer (1700). More than a quarter 
of Dryden’s critical prose is concerned with classical authors and transla- 
tion; more than two-thirds of his non-dramatic poetry is translation. 


The first concern of a modern translator is usually to make an ancient 
or foreign author intelligible to unlearned readers. But Dryden was our last 
Renaissance poet, living in an age to which the classical poets were not 
only venerable but familiar. For such an age, literal translation had little 
value. The lettered public wished only to see their much-read ‘ancients’ 
in modern dress: a demanding exercise for the modern poet, and a con- 
firmation of the cultural bonds which were felt between the golden age 
of Roman letters and the new Augustan age in England. Men like Dryden, 
Creech, Congreve and Addison were sufficient classical scholars; but they 
were less concerned with pedantic accuracy than with fidelity to the 
quality and character of their originals. In meeting the challenge of their 
great predecessors, they hoped to enrich both their native language and 
their national poetry. In translation from the classics, said J. S. Phillimore, 
‘the junior tongue, confronted with the problem or piqued by the challenge 
of keeping pace with its elders and betters, must develop missing organs, 
borrow for its deficiencies, strain itself to unsuspected capacities and 
attainments’. The strains and sometimes the frustrations of a translator 
are expressed again and again in Dryden’s prefaces; his sense of attain- 
ment is declared in the Postscript to his Virgil, where he asserts that ‘what 
I have done, Imperfect as it is, for want of Health and leisure to Correct it, 
will be judg’d in after Ages, and possibly in the present, to be no dis- 
honour to my Native Country; whose Language and Poetry wou’d be 
more esteem’d abroad, if they were better understood’. 

Dryden wrote in his Preface to Ourd’s Epistles (1680) : ‘No man is capabie 
of Translating Poetry, who besides a Genius to that Art, is not a Master 
both of his Authours Language, and of his own: Nor must we understand 
the Language only of the Poet, but his particular turn of Thoughts, 
and of Expression, which are the Characters that distinguish, and as it 
were individuate him from all other writers. When we are come thus far, 
*tis time to look into our selves, to conform our Genius to his, to give his 
thought either the same turn if our tongue will bear it, or if not, to vary 
but the dress, not to alter or destroy the substance’. He distinguishes three 
kinds of translation: literal ‘Metaphrase’, ‘Paraphrase, or Translation 
with Latitude’, and mere ‘Imitation’. His preference here, and in all his 
later essays, is for paraphrase. ‘Sure I am’, he says in the Dedication of 
Examen Poeticum (1693), that if paraphrase ‘be a fault, ’tis much more 
pardonable, than that of those, who run into the other extream, of a 
litteral, and close Translation, where the Poet is confin’d so streightly to 
his Author’s Words, that he wants elbow-room, to express his Elegancies. 
He leaves him obscure; he leaves him Prose, where he found him Verse. 
... Lhave.. . attempted to restore Ovid to his Native sweetness, easiness, 


and smoothness; and to give my Poetry a kind of Cadence, and, as we call 
it, a run of Verse, as like the Original, as the English can come up to the 
Latin.’ The historical importance of the Preface to Sylvae is in its statement, 
together with the others I have quoted, of a translation theory. Dryden 
sets out his own principles with independent assurance, and exemplifies 
them (with variable success) in his own verse. He tries to express the 
character of his original, making him speak ‘that kind of English which 
he would have spoken, had he lived in England, and had written to this 
Age’. Translation is then an art of analogy; of ‘reviving the old of past 
ages to the present’ by giving it a comparable modern language and style- 
by reducing the gap between the ancient and modern to insignificance. 
The ancient author becomes again culturally effective, and the translator 
becomes (in Edward Young’s words) a ‘noble collateral’ with him. 

The Preface to Sylvae is important, further, for its fine critical characteri- 
sations of Virgil, Lucretius, Theocritus and Horace, whom Dryden 
translates in the miscellany. Here, and in his later introductions to Virgil, 
Juvenal and Persius, is some of the first good criticism of classical poets to 
be written in recognisably modern terms; and it arises not from close 
reading alone, but from Dryden’s sustained effort to match his language 
and his poetical skills with those of his originals. Does his own verse in 
Sylvae—the other contributions are of uneven merit—justify his declaration 
of intent? 

Dryden was throughout his life conscious of the gulf fixed between 
himself and his ‘master’ Virgil: not only between two languages of quite 
different character, but between two styles— Virgil is close, compressed 
and richly evocative, Dryden relatively relaxed and plain—and between 
two poetical personalities. Dryden felt that he shared the manner of 
Homer, ‘violent, impetuous, and full of Fire’, much more than the ‘quiet, 
sedate Temper’ of Virgil. But for Sylvuae he chose Virgilian passages which 
demanded vivid and energetic treatment; and these, with all the marks 
of an early trial about them (there is too much of Dryden’s Ovid here), 
must have encouraged him to go on with the translation of Virgil. (For 
the ultimate shape of these passages v. the text in my edition of Dryden’s 
Poems, 1958, 111. 1180-4, 1275-7, 1294-1307, 1348-54.) 

The appeal of Lucretius for Dryden lay, he says, in his ‘distinguishing 
Character . . . a certain kind of noble pride, and positive assertion of his 
Opinions...a Magisterial authority’, his ‘scorn and indignation’ in 
philosophical argument, and ‘the perpetual torrent of his verse’. And 
though it would have taken Milton to express the weight and complexity 
of Lucretius in English, Dryden well manages his energy and declamatory 
grandeur. That Theocritus ‘never departed from the Woods’ at once dis- 


qualified Dryden from turning him into English; and Theocritus’s ‘dis- 
tinguishing Character’, ‘the inimitable tenderness of his passions’, drew 
Dryden fatally into parody of his own Ovidian style. (The other trans- 
lators of Theocritus fare no better, achieving ‘Clownishness’ without 
‘incomparable sweetness’; the Catullus pieces, and Ovid’s elegies, are 
better done, finding a readier echo in Restoration bosoms.) In his versions 
of Horace, Dryden too often misses what he recognised as a curiosa 
felicittas—a delicacy and grace which need a Jonson or a Marvell for 
translation; but he found Horace’s philosophy congenial, and caught his 
briskness, ‘jollity, and . . . good humour’ admirably. Among the contri- 
butors to Sylvae only Dryden could have written: 


For me secure from Fortunes blows, 

(Secure of what I cannot lose,) 

In my smal! Pinnace I can sail, 

Contemning all the blustring roar; 

And running with a merry gale, 

With friendly Stars my safety seek 

Within some little winding Creek; 
And see the storm a shore. 
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PREFACE. 


VOr this last half Year I have been troubled 


with the difeafe (as I may call tt) of 
Tranflation; the cold Profe fits of s , 

( which are always the moft tedious with me} were 
Jpent in the Hiftory of the League ; the bot (which 
fucceeded them)in this Volume of Verfe Mifcella: 
nies. The truth is, 1 fancied to my felf akind 
of eafe in the change of the Paroxifm; never 
fufpetting bit that the humour woud have wafted 
it felf in two or three Paftorals of Theocritus, 
and as many Odes of Horace. But fmdmg, or 
at least thinking I found , fomething that was 
more pleafing in them, than my ordinary products- 
ons , I encourag’d my felf to renew my old ac- 
guaincance with Lucretius and V irgil ; and im- 
A2 mee 
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mediately fix’d upon fome parts of them which 
had moft affetted me inthe readmg. Thefe were 
my natural Impulfes for the undertaking: But 
there was an accidental motive, which was full 
as forcible, and God forgive bim who was the 
occafion of it. It was my Lord Rofcomon’s 
Effay on tranflated Verfe, whofe made me un- 
eafie till I try’d whether or no I was capable of 
foliowing bis Rules, and of reducing the /pecula- 
tion into praétice. For many a fair Precept in 
Poetry, is like a feeming Demonftration in the 
Mathematicks ; very fpecious in the Diagram , 
but failing in the Mechanick Operation. I think 
I have generally obferv'd bis inftru€tions ; Iam 
[ure my reafon is fuf ficiently convine?d both of their 
truth and ufefulne/s; which, in other words, is 
to confefs no lefs a vanity than to pretend that I 
have at leaft in fome places made Examples to his 
Rules. Yet withall, I must acknowledge, that 
I have many times exceeded my Commision ; for 
I have both added and omitted , and even fome- 
times very boldly made [uch expofitions of my Au- 
thors, as no Dutch Commentator will forgive 
ne. Perhaps, in {uch particular paffages, I have 

thought 
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thought that I difcover'd fome beauty yet undi[co: 
ver'd by thofe Pedants , which none but a Poet 
cou’d have foand. Where I have taken away 
ome of their Exprefsions,and cut them fhorter it 
may pofsibly be on this confideration, that what 
was beautiful in the Greek or Latin, woud not 
appear fo fhining in the Englifh : And where J 
have enlarg’d them, I defire the falfe Criticks 
woud not always think that thofe thoughts are 
wholly mine, but that either they are fecretly in 
the Poet, or may be fairly deduc’d from him: or 
at leaft, if both thofe confiderations fhould fail, 
that my own is of a piece with bis, and that 
be were living, and an Englifhman, they are 
fuch, as be wou'd probably have written. 

For, after all, a Tran/lator is to make his As- 
thor appear as charming at pofsibly be can, pro- 
vided he maintains bis Charatter, and makes hun 
not unlike bimfelf. Tranflation is a kind of 
Drawing after the Life ; wvere every one will 
acknowledge there 1s 4 double fort of likene/s, 4 
gud one and a bad. “Tis one thing to draw the 
Out-lines true, tke Features like, tke Proportions 
exact, the Colouring it felf perbaps tolerable, and 
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another thing to make all thefe graceful , by the 
posture, tke fhadowings, and chiefly by the Spirit 
which animates the whole. I cannot without fome 
indignation , look on an ill Copy of an excellent 
Original Much lefs can I behold with patience 
Virgil, Homer, and fome others, whofe beans 
ties I have been endeavouring all my Life to imi- 
tate, fo abus’d, as I may fay to their Faces by a 
botching Interpreter. What Englifh Readers 
unacquainted with Greek or Latin will believe 
me or any other Man, when we commend thofe 
Authors , and confefs we derive all that is pare 
donable in us from their Fountains, if they take 
thofe to be the fame Poets, whom our Ogleby’s 
have Tranflated? But I dare affure them, that 
a good Poet is no more like himfelf, ina dull 
Tran/flation,than his Carcafs would be to bis hyving 
Body. There are many who under ftand Greek 
and Latin, and yet are ignorant of thei Mo- 
ther Tongue. The proprieties and delicacies of 
the Englifh are known to few ; “tts tmpofsible 
even for a ood Wit, to underftand and prattice 
them without the help of a liberal Education, long 
Readng, and digefting of thofe few good Aus 

thors 
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thors we have amongst us, the knowledge of Men 
and Manners, the freedom of habitudes and coi- 
verfation With the bef company of both Sexes ; 
and in fhort, without wearing se ae rift which 
he contraéted, while be was laying in a ftock of 
Learning. Thus difficult tt is to under ftand the 
purity of Englifh, and critically to difcern not 
only good Writers from bad, and a proper ftile 
from acorrupt,but alfo to diftinguifh that which 
is pure in a good Author, from that which is vie 
cious and corrupt in bim. And for want of all the/e 
requifites, or the oreateft part of them, moft of 
our ingenious young Men, take up fome cry'd up 
Englifh Poee for their Model, adore him, and 
imitate him as they think, without knowing where- 
in he is defeétive, where he is Boyifh and trifiing, 
wherem either his thoughts are improper to his 
Subject , or his Exprefsions unworthy of bis 
Thoughts , or the turn of both is unharmoxi-ns. 
Thus it appears neceffary that a Man jhou'd be 
a nice Critick in bis Mother Tongue , before he 
attempts to Tran/flate a foreion Language. Net- 
ther is it fufficient that he be able to Judge of 
Words and Stile; but be muft be a Mafter of 
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them too: He muft perfectly under ftand bis An- 
thors Tongue, and abfolitely command bis own: 
So that to be a thorow ‘Iranflatour, be muft be 
athorow Poet. Neither is it enongh to give bis 
Authors fence, in good Englifh, in Poetical ex- 
piefsions, and in Muftcal numbers: For, though 
all tnefe are exceeding difficult to perform, there 
yet remains an harder task; and ’tis a fecret of 
which few Tranflatours have fufficiently thought. 
I have already hinted a word or two concerning 
it; that is, the maintaining the Charatter of an 
Author, which diftinguifhes him from all others, 
anh makes him appear that individual Poet whom 
you woud interpret. For example, not only the 
thoughts, but the Style and Ver fification of Vite 
gil aid Ovid, art very different: Yet I fee, 
even in our be/t Pocts, who have Tranflated fome 
parts of them, that they have confounded their 
feveral Talents ; and by endeavouring only at the 
fweeenefs and harmony of Numbers, have made 
them both fo much alike, that if Tdid not know 
the Originals, I fhou'd never be able to Fudge by 
the Coptes, which was Virgil, and which was O- 
vid, It was objected against a late noble Paine 
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ter, that be drew many graceful Piftures , but 
few of them were like. And this bappen’d to 
him, becaufe he always ftudied bimfelf more than 
thofe who fate to him. In fuch Franflatours I 
can eafily diffingufh the band which perform’d 
the Work, but I cannot diftinguifh their Poet from 
another. Suppofetwo Authors areequally [weet, 
yet there ts a creat diftinétion to be made in fweete 
nefs, as in that of Sugar , and that of Honey. 
I can make the difference more plain , by giving 
you, (if it be worth knowing ) my own method 
of proceedine, in my Tranjlations out of four fee 
veral Poets in this Volume; Virgil, Theocritus, 
Lucretius and Horace. In each of thefe, be- 
fore I undertook them, I confider’d, the Genins 
and diftinguifhing Character of my Author. I 
look'd on Virgil, as a fuccinét and crave Ma- 
jestick Writer ; one who weigh'd not only every 
thought, but every Word and Syllable. Who was 
frill. aiming to crowd his fence into as narrow a 
compafs as pofsibly be con’d ; for which reafon 
he ts fo very Fieurative , that he requires, (I 
may almoft fay) a Grammar apart to conjtrue 
kim. Hs Ver(e is every where founding the ves 
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ry thing in your Ears, whofe fence it bears : Yet 
the Numbers are perpetually varied, to increafe 
the delight of the Reader ; fo that the fame founds 
are never repeated tice together. On the cons 
trary, Ovid and Claudian, though they Write 
in Styles differing from each other, yet have each 
of thei but one fort of Mufick in their Verfes. 
All the verfification, and little variety of Clau- 
dian, is included within the compafs of four or 
five Lines, and then he begins again in the fame 
tenour ; perpetually clofing bis fence at the end 
of a Verfe, and that Verfe commonly which they 
call golden, or two Subftantives and two Adjes 
ives with a Verb betwixt them to keep the 
peace. Ovid with all his fweetnefs, has as 
little variety of Numbers and found as he : He 
1s always as it were upon the Fland-callop, and 
his Verfe ruus upon Carpet ground. Fle avoids 
like the other all Synalepha’s, or cutting off one 
Vowel when it comes before another, in the follow- 
ing Word: So that minding only fmoothne/s, be 
wants both Variety and Majesty. But to return 
to Virgil, though he is fmooth where fmoothnefs 
is requir'd, yet he is fo far from affecting it , 

that 
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that he feems rather to difdain it. Frequently 
makes ufe of Synalepha’s, and concludes bis fence 
in the middle of his Verfe. He is every where 
above conceipts of Epigrammatick Wit, and grofs 
Hyperboles : Fle maintains Majefty in the midft 
of plaine/s; he fhines , but glares not; and is 
ftately without ambition, which.1s the vice of Lu- 
can. I drew my definition of Poetical Wit frem 
my particular confideration of him: For propri- 
ety of thoughts and words are only to be found in 
him; and where they are proper, they will be de- 
lightful. Pleafure follows of necefsity, as the 
effect does the caufe ; and therefore is not to be 
put into the definition. This exa&t propriety of 
Virgil, I particularly regarded, as a great part 
of bis Character ; but muft confefs to my fhame, 
that I have not been able to Tranflate any part 
of-bim fo well, as to make him appear wholly like 
bimfelf. For where the Original is clofe , no 
Verfion can reach it in the fame compafs. an- 
nibal Caro’s in the Italian, is the neare/t, the 
moft Poetical, and the ma/t Sonoroxs of any Tran- 
Slation of the Eneids ; yet, though he takes the 
advantage of blank Verfe, be commonly allews 


{io 


The Preface. 


two Lines for one of Virgil, and does mot always 
hit bis fence. “Taflo tells us in his Letters, that 
Sperone Speroni, a great Italian Wit, who 
was his Contemporary, obferv’d of Virgil and 
Tully 5 that the Latin Oratour, endeavour'd to 
imitate the Copioufne/s of Homer the Greek 
Poet; and that the Latine Poct , made it bis 
bufine{s to reach the concifenefs of Demofthe- 
nes the Greek Oratour. Virgil therefore be- 
ing fo very {baring of his words, and leaving fo 
much to be imagin’d by the Reader , can never 
be tranflated as he ought, in any modern Tongue : 
To make him Copious is to alter bis Charaéter ; 
and to Tranflate him Line for Line ts impofst- 
ble; becayfe the Latin is natwrally a more fuce 
cink Lanouace,than either the tralian ,Spanifh, 
French, or even than the Englifh, (which by 
veafon of its Monofyllables is far the moft com 
pendious of them) Virgil is much the clofest of any 
Roman Poet, and the Latin Hexameter, has 
more Feet than the Englifh Heroick. 

Befides all this, an Author bas the choice of 
bis own thoughts and words, which a Tranflatour 
has not ; be is confin’d hy the fence of the Invene 
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tor to thofe exprefsions, which are the neareft to 
it: So that Virgil /tudying brevity, and having 
the command of bis own Language, coud bring 
thofe words into a narrow compafs , which a 
Tranflatour cannot render without Circumlocutis 
ons. In fhort they who have call'd bims the tor- 
ture of Grammarians, might alfo bave call’'d him 
the plague of Tranflatours ; for he feems to have 
fiudied not to be Tranflated. I awn that endea: 
vouring to turn bis Nilus and Furyalus as clofe 
as Iwas able; Ihave perform’d that Epifode 
too literally; that giving mare {cope to Mezen- 
tius and Laulus, that Verfion which bas more 
of the Majefty of Virgil, bas lefs of bis concife- 
nefs ; and all that I can promife for my felf, is 
only that I have done both, better than Ogleby, 
and perbaps as well as Caro. So, that methinks 
I come like a Malefattor, to make a Speech upon 
the Gallows, and to warn all other Poets, by my 
fad example, from the Sacrilege of Tranflating 
Virgil. Yer, by confidering him fo carefully 
as I did before my attempt, I have made fome 
faint refemblance of tim; and had I taken 
more time, might pofsibly have fucceeded bet= 
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ter; but never fo well, as to have [atisfied my 
elf. 

He who excels all otker Poets in his own Lan- 
guage, were it pofsible to do him right, muft ap- 
pear above them in our Tongue, which, as my 
Lord Rofcomon ju/tly obferves approaches near- 
eft to the Roman in its Majefty : Neareft in- 
deed , but with a vaft interval betwixt them. 
There is an inimitable grace in Virgils words, 
and in them principally confifts that beauty, which 
gives fo unexprefsible a pleafure to him who beft 
underftands their force; this Dittion of bis, I 
muft once again fay, is never to be Copied, and 
fince it cannot be will appear but lame in the 
best Iyanflation. The turns of his Verfe, bis 
breakings , his propriety, bis numbers. and bis 
gravity, Ihave as far imitated, as the poverty 
of our Language, and the baftine/s of my per- 
formance wou'd allow. Imay feem fometimes to 
have varied from his fence ; but Ltkink the great- 
eft variations may be fairly deduc’d from bim; 
and where I leave his Commentators , it may be 
I understand bim better : At leaft I Writ with- 
out confulting them in many places. But two pare 

ticular 
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ticular Lines in Mezentius and Laufus, I can- 
not fo eafily excufe ; they ave indeed remotely 
ally’d to Virgils fence ; but they are too like 
the trifling tenderne/s of Ovid ; and were Print 
ed before I had confider’d them enough to aiter 
them: The firft of them I have forgotten, and 
cannot eafily retrieve, becaufe the Copy is at the 
Prefs: The fecond is this; 


---When Laufus dy’d, I was already flain. 


This appears pretty enough at firft fight, but 
I am convinc’d for many reafons, that the ex- 
prefsion is too bold, that Virgil wou'd not bave 
faid it, though Ovid wou'd. The Reader may 
pardon it, if he pleafe, for the freenefs of the 
confefsion ; and inftead of that, and the former, 
admit thefe two Lines which are more according 
to the Author, 


Nor ask I Life, nor fought with that defign, 
As I had us’d my Fortune, ufe thou thine. 


Flaynne 
> 
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Having with much ado got clear of Virgil, I 


have in the next place to confider the genius of 
Lucretius, whom I have Tranflated more hape 
pily in thofe parts of him which I undertook. If 
he was not of the best aze of Roman Poetry, 
he was at leaf? of that which preceded it ; and 
he bimfelf refin'd it to that degree of - perfeétis 
on, both in the Language and the thoughts, that 
be left an eafie task to Virgil; who as he fuce 
ceeded him in time, fo he Copyd kis excellen- 
cies: for the method of the Georgicks ss plain- 
ly deriv’d from him. Lucretius bad chofen a 
Subject naturally crabbed; he therefore adori’d 
it with Poctical defcriptions , and Precepts of 
Morality, in the beginning and endine of bts 
Books. Which you fee Virgil has imutated 
With great fuccefs , in thofe four Books , 
which i my Opinion are more perfect in their 
kind , than even his Divine £neids. The 
turn of bis Verfe he has likewife follow'd, in 
thofe places which Lucretius bas moft labour'd, 
and fome of his very Lines he has tranfplanted in- 
to Lis own Works, without much variation. If 
Tam not miftaken, the diftinguifhing Charaéter 
0 
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of Lucretius ; (Imeanof his Soul and Genius) 
is acertain kind of noble pride, and po(itive af- 
fertion of bis Opinions. He is every where con- 
fident. of bis own reafon, and affuming an ab- 
folute command not only over his vulgar Reader, 
but even bis Patron Memmius. For he is al- 
ways biddine him attend , as if be had the Rod 
over him; and ufing a Magisterial authority, 
while he inftruéts bim. -From his time to ours, 
I know none fo like him, as our Poet and Phi- 
lofopher of Malmsbury. ‘This is that perpetu- 
al Diftator{hip, which is exercisd by Lucreti- 
us; who though often in the wronz, yet feems 
to deal bona fide with bis Reader , and tells 
him nothing but what be thinks ; in which plain 
fincerity, I believe he differs from our Hobbs, 
who cou’d not but bé convinc’d, or at leaft doubt 
of fome- eternal Truths which be has oppos'd. 
But for Lucretius, he feems to difdain all man- 
ner of Replies, and is fo confident of bis caufe, 
that be ws before hand with bis Antagonists ; 
Urging for them, whatever he imagin'd they cou'd 
fay, and leaving them as he fuppofes, without 
an objection for tke future. All this too, wich 
fe much [corn ard indignation, as if he were 
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affur'd of the Triumph, before be enter’d into 
the Lifts. From this fublime and daring Geni- 
us of bis, it muft of necefsity come to pafs, that 
bis thoughts must be Mafculine , full of Argus 
mentation, and that fufficiently warm." From 
the fame fiery temper proceeds the loftine/s of 
his Exprefsions, and the perpetual torrent of 
his Verfe, where the barrennefs of his Subjeé& 
does not too much con(train the quickne/s of his 
Fancy. For there is no doubt to be made, bat 
that he cou’d have been every where as Poetical, 
as he isin bis Defcriptions, and in the Moral 
part of his Philofophy, if be had not aim’d more 
to instruct in his SySteme of Nature, than to des 
light. But he was bent upon making Memmi- 
us a Materialift, and teaching bim to defie an ins 
vifible power: In fhort, be was fo much an A- 
theist , that he forgot fometimes to be a Poet. 
Thefe are the confiderations which I had of that 
Author , before I attempted to tranflate fome 
parts of bim. And accordingly I lay’d by my 
natural Diffidence and Sceptici{m for a while , 
to take up that Dogmatical way of bis, which as 
I faid, is fo much bis CharaGer, as to make him 
that individual Poet. As for his Opinions con- 

cern- 
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cerning the mortality of the Soul, they are fo abe 
ford, that I cannot if I wou’d believe them. I 
think a future ftate demonftrable even by natu: 
ral Arguments ; at leaft to take away rewards 
and punifhments, is only 4 pleasing prospect to a 
Man , who refolves before hand not to live mo- 
rally, But on the other fide, the thought of 
being nothing after death is a burden unfupport- 
able to a vertuows Man , even though a Hea: 
then. We naturally aim at happinefs, and cane 
not bear to have it confin’d to the fhortne/s of 
our prefent Being , efpecially when we confider 
that vertue is generally unhappy in this World, 
and vice fortunate. So that “tis hope of Futu- 
rity alone, that makes this Life tolerable, iu exe 
peétation of a better. Who wou'd not commit 
all the exceffes to which he is prompted by his 
natural inclinations, if he may do them with fe 
curity while he is alive , and be uncapable of pu- 
nifhment after be is dead! if be be cunning and 
fecret enough to avoid the Laws , there ss no 
band of morality to reftrain him: For Fame and 
Reputation are weak ties; many men have not 
the leaft fence of them: Powerful men are only 
aw'd by them, as they conducs to their intereft , 

a 2 and, 
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and that not always when a pafsion is predomi- 
nant ; and no Man will be contain’d within the 
bounds of duty, when he may fafely tranfgrefs 
them. Thefe are my thoughts abftrattedly, and 
without entring into the Notions of our Chrifti- 
an Faith, which ss the proper bufinefs of Di. 
vines. 

But there are other Arguments in tkis Poem 
(which I have turn’d into Englifh,) not belong- 
ing to the Mortality of the Soul, which are ftrong 
enough to a reafonable Man, to make him lefs 
in love with Life, and confequently in lefs ap- 
prebenfions of Death. Such as are the natural 
Satiety , proceeding from a perpetual enjoyment 
of the fame things ; the inconveniencies of old 
age, whith make him uncapable of corporeal plea- 
Jures; the decay of underftanding and memory, 
which render him contemptible and ufelefs to o- 
thers ; thefe and many other reafons fo patheti- 
cally urg’d, fo beautifully exprejs'd, fo adorn’d 
with examples, and fo admirably rais’d by the 
Profopopeia of Nature, who is brought in 
[peaking to her Children, with fo much autho 
rity and vigour, deferve the pains I have taken 
with them, which I hope have not been unfuc- 


cof 
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cefsful, or unworthy of my Author. At leaft 


I muSt take the liberty to own, that I was pleas’d 
with my owen endeavours, which but rarely bap 
pens to me, and that Iam not diffatisfied upon 
the review, of any thing I bave done m this Aue 
thor. 

"Tis true, there is fomething, and that of 
[ome moment, to be objeéted azainft my Englifh- 
ing the Nature of Love, from the Fourth Book 
of Lucretius: And I can le/s eafily anfwer why 
I Tranflated it, than why I thus Tranflited it. 
The Objeétion arifes from the Obfcenity of the 
Subjeé#; which is aggravated by the too lively, 
and alluring delicacy of the Verfes. -In the firft 
place, without the leaft Formality of an excufe, 
Town it pleas’d me: and let my Enemies make 
the worft they can of this Confefsion ; I am not 
Jet fo fecure from that pafsion, but that I want 
my Authors Antidotes againft it. He has given 
the truseft and most Philofophical account both of 
the Difeafe and Remedy, which I ever found in 
aty Author : For which reafons I Tranflated him. 
But it wid be ask’d why I turn'd lim imto this 
lufcious Englifh, (for I will not oive it 4 
worfe word: inftead of an anfwer , I wou'd 
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ask again of my Supercilious Adverfaries, whee 
ther I am not bound when I Tranflate an Author, 
to do him all the right I can, and to Tranflate 
him to the bef? advantage 2 If to mince his mean- 
ing, which I am fatufid was boneft and inftrue 
étive, I bad cither omitted fome part of what he 
faid, or taken from the ftrength of bis expre/si- 
on, I certainly had wrong'd him; and that free 
nefs of thought and words, being thus cafhier’d 
in my hands, he had no longer been Lucretius. 
If nothing of this kind be to be read, Phyficians 
must not Study Nature, Anatomies muft not be 
een, and fomewhat I cou’d fay of particular paf- 
fages in Books, which to avoid prophanefs I do 
not name: But the mtention qualifies the att; and 
both mine and my Authors were to inftruct as well 
4s pleaje. Tvs moft certain that barefac’d Baw- 
dery is the poorest pretence to wit imaginable: If 
I fhow'd fay otherwife, I fhou'd have two great 
authoricies againft me: ‘The one is the 
Effay on Poetry, which I publickly valued 
before I knew the Author of it, and with 
the commendation of which , my Lord 
Rofcomon (o happily begins bis Effay on Tran- 
flated Verfe : The other is no lefs than our ad- 

OO mir'd 


The Preface. 


mir’d Cowley ; who fays the fame thing in ather 
words : For in bis Ode concerning Wit, be writes 
thus of it ; 


Much lefs can that have any place 

Ac which a Virgin hides her Face: 

Such drofs the fire muit purge away; tis juft 

The Author bluth, chere where the Reader 
mutt. 


Here indeed Mr. Cowley goes farther than 
the Effay ; for be afferts plainly that obfcenity has 
no place in Wit ; the other only fays, "tis 4 poor 
pretence to it, or anill fort of Wit, which bas no- 
thine more to fupport it than baresfac'd Ribaldry; 
which is both unmannerly in it felf, and fulfome to 
the Reader. But neither of thefe will reach my 
cafe: For in the first place, Iam only th Tran- 
flatour , not the Inventor; fo that the heavieft 
part of the cenfure falls upon Lucretius, before 
it reacbes me: in the next place, neither be nor I 
have usd the groffef? words; but the cleanlie/t Me- 
tapbors we cou'd find, to palliate the broadne/s of 
the meaning ; and to conclude, have carried the 
Poetical part no farther, than the Philofophical 
exacted. There is one miftake of mine which I 

a4 wilt 
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will not ‘ay to the Printers charge, who has enough 
to aafwer for in falfe pointings : "tis in the word 
Viper : I wou'd have the Verfe run thus, 


The Scorpion, Love, muft on the wound be 
bruis’d. 


There are a fort of blundering balf-witted people, 
who maxe a great deal of noife about a Verbal flip; 
though Horace ton'd inftruct them better in true 
Critici{m: Nonego paucis offendor maculis 
quas aut incuria fudit,aut humana partim ca- 
vit natura. True judgment in Poetry, like that 
in Painting, takes a view of the whole together, 
whether it be good or not ; and where the beauties 
are more than the Faults, concludes for the Poet 
against the little Fudge; ‘tis a fign that malice 
is hard driven, when ‘tis forc’d to lay hold on a 
Word or Syliable ; te arraign a Man is one thing, 
and to cavil at him is another. In the midft of 
an ill natur'd Generation of Scriblers, there is al- 
ways Fuftice enough left in Mankind, to protect 
good Writers: And they too are oblig'd, both by 
humanity ancl intereft, to efpoufe each others caufe, 
again't filfe Criticks, who are the common Ene= 
mics. This laft confideration puts me in mind of 
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what I owe to the Ingenious and Learned.Tranfla- 
tour of Lucretius ; Ihave not here defion'd to rab 
him of any part of that commendation , which he 
has fo juftly acquir'd by the whole Author, whofe 
Fragments only fall to my Portion. What I have 
now perform'd, is 19 more than I intended above 
twenty years age: The ways of our Tran/lation 
are very different ; he follows bim more clofely 
than I have done ; which became an Interpreter of 
the whole Poem. Itake more liberty, becaufe it be/t 
fuited with my defign, which was to make him as 
pleafing as I could. Fe had been too voluminous 
had be usd my method in fo long a work, and I 
had certainly taken his, had I made it my bufine/s 
to Tranflate the whole. The preference then is 
juftly bis ; and I joyn with Mr. Evelyn in the 
confefsion of it, with thes additional advantage to 
kim ; that bis Reputation is already eftablifh'd m 
this ‘Poet , mine is to make its Fortune in the 
World. If I have been any where obfcure, in fol- 
lowing our common Author, or if Lucretius bim- 
felf is to be condemnd, Irefer my felf to his exe 
cellent Annotations, which I have often read, and 

always With fome new pleafure. 
My Preface begins already to fwell upon me,and 
looks 
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looks as if I were afraid of my Reuder, by fote- 
dious a befpeaking of him ; and yet I have Horace 
and Theocritus upon my bands ; but the Greek 
Gentleman [hall quickly be difpatch’d, becaufe I 
have more bufine/s with the Roman. 

That which diftinguifhes Vheocritus from all 
other Poets, both Greek and Latin, and which 
raifes him even above Virgil in bis Eclogues, is 
the inimitable tenderne/s of his pafsions ; and the 
natural exprefsion of them in words fo becoming 
of a Paftoral. A fimplicity fhines through all he 
writes: he fhows his Art and Learning by difguifing 
both. Edis Shepherds never rife above their Cone 
try Education in their complaints of Love : There 
is the fame difference betwixt him and Virgil, as 
there is betwixt Taflo’s Aminta, and the Pa- 
tor Fido of Guarini. Virgils Shepherds are too 
well read in the Philofophy of Epicurus and of 
Plato; andGuarini’s feem to have been bred in 
Courts. But Theocritus and Taflo, have taken 
theirs from Cottages and Plains. It was faid of 
Taflo,in relation to his fimilitudes,Mai efce del 
Bofco : Tiat he never departed from the Woods, 
that is, all his comparifons were taken from the 
Country: The famz may be faid,of our Theocri- 
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tus ; he is fofter than Ovid, he touches the pafsi- 
ons more delicately ; and performs all this out of 
his on Fond, without diving into the Arts and 
Sciences for a fupply. Even bis Dorick Dialect has 
an incomparable [Wweetne/s in its Clownifhne/s,.like 
a fair Shepherde/s in her Country Ruffet, talking 
in a Yorkfhire Tone. This was impofsible for 
Virgil to imitate; becaufe the feverity of the 
Roman Language denied him that advantage. 
Spencer has endeavour'd st in his Shepherds Ce 
lendar ; but neither will it fucceed in Englith, 
for which reafon I forbore to attempt it, For Thee 
ocritus writ to Sicilians, who /boke that Dia- 
let; and J direét this part of my Tranflations to 
our Ladies, who neither underftana, nor will take 
pleafure in fuch homely exprefstons. I proceed to 
Horace. 

Take him in parts, and he is chiefly to be con- 
fider'd in his three different Talents, ashe twas a 
Critick, a Satyrift,and a Writer of Odes. Fits Mo- 
rals are uniform,and run through all of them; For 
let bis Dutch Commentatours fay what they will, 
bis Philofophy was Epicurean ; and he made ufe of 
Geds and providence, only to ferve a turn in Poc- 
try. But farce neither his Criticifms (which are 

fire 
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the moft inStruttive of any that are written in this 
Art) nor bis Satyrs (‘which are incomparably be- 
yond Juvenals, if to laugh and rally, is to be 
preferr’d to railing and declaiming, ) are no part 
of my prefent undertaking , I confine my felf 
wholly to bis Odes : Thefe are alfo of feveral forts; 
fome of them are Panegyrical, others Moral, the 
reft Fovial, or (if I may fo call them) Baccha- 
nalian. As difficult as be makes it, and as indeed 
it is, to imitate Pindar, yet in bis moft elevated 
flights, and in the fudden changes of bis Subje&t 
with almost imperceptible connexions, that The- 
ban Poet is bis Mafter. But Horace is of the 
more bounded Fancy, and confines bimfelf ftrittly 
to one fort of Verfe, or Stanza in every Ole. 
That which will diftinguifh bis Style from all o- 
ther Poets, is the Elegance of his Words, and 
the numeroufue/s of bis Verfe ; there is nothing 
fo delicately turn’d in all the Roman Language. 
There appears in every part of his Diction, or, 
(to {peak Englifh) in all bis Expre/fions, a 
Rind-of noble and bold Purity. His Words are 
chofen with as much exaétnefs as Virgils ; but 
shere feems to be a greater Spirit in them. 
There # a fecret Hlappine/s attends bis Choice, 

which 
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which in Petronius is call’d Curiofa Felicitas, 
and which I fuppofe he bad from the Feliciter 
audere of Horace himfelf. But the moft dis 
fringuifhing part of all bis (haraéter, feems to 
me, to be his Brisknefs, bis follity, and bis 
good Humour: And thofe Ihave chiefly endea- 
vour'd to Coppy ; his other Excellencies, I cone 
fefs are above my Imitation. One Ode, which 
mfinitely pleas’d me in the reading, I have at- 
tempted to tranflate in Pindarique Verfe: “tis 
that which is infcribd to the prefent Earl of Ro- 
chefter, to whom I have particular Obligations, 
which this {mall Teftimony of my Gratitude can 
never pay. “Tis bis Darling in the Latine, and 
Thave taken fome pains to make it my Mafters 
Piece in Englifh : For which reafon, I took 
this kind of Verfe, which allows more Latitude 
than any other. Every one knows it was intro- 
duc’d into our Language, in this Age, by the 
happy Genius of Mr. Cowley. The feeming 
eafinefs of it, has made it [pread ; but it has not 
been confiderd enough, to be fo well cultivated. 
It langusfhes in almoft every hand but his, and 
Some very few, (whom to keep the reft in couns 
tenance) I do not name. He, indecd, has 
brought it as near Perfeétion as was poffi- 

ble 
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ble in fo fhort a time. But if I may be al- 
lowd to {peak my Mind modeftly, and without 
Injury to bis facred Afhes, fomewhat of the Pu- 
rity of Englifh, fomewhat of more equal 
Thoughts, fomewhat of fweetnefs in the Num- 
bers, in one Word, fomewhat of a finer turn 
and more Lyrical Verfe is yet wanting. As for 
the Soul of it , wiich gonfifts in the Warmth 
and Vigor of Fancy, the mafterly Figures, 
and the copioufnef/s of Imagination, he has ex- 
celld all others inthis kind. Yet, if the kind it 
felf be capable of more Perfeétion, thouch ras 
ther in the Ornamental parts of it, than the Effens 
tial , what Rules of Morality or refpect have I 
broken, in naming the defetts, that they may here- 
after be amended ? Imitation is a nice point, and 
there are few Posts who deferve to be Models in 
all they write. Miltons Paradice Loft is admi- 
rable; but am Itherefere bound to maintain, that 
there are no flats among/t bis Elevations, when tis 
evident he creeps along fometimes , for above an 
Hundred lines together ? cannot I admire the height 
of his Invention, and the ftrength of bis exprefston, 
without defending his antiquated words, and the 
perpetual karfhnefs of their found 2? *Tis as much 
commendation as a Man can bear , to own him excel- 

lent ; 
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lene ; all beyond it is Idolatry, Since Pindar was 
the Prince of Lyrick Poets ; let me have leave to 
fay, that in imitating him, our numbers how'd for 
the moft part be Lyrical : For variety, or rather 
where the Majefty of the thought requires it, they 
may be ftretch'd tothe Englifh Heroick. of five 
Feet, and to the French Alexandrine of Six. But 
the ear muft prefide, and direEt the Fudgment to 
the choice of numbers: Without the mcety of this, 
the Harmony of Pindarick Verfe can never be com: 
pleat ; the cadency of one line muft be a rule to that 
of the next ; and the found of the former mujt flide 
gently into that which follows ; without leaping from 
one extream into another. It muft be done like the 
fhadowings of a Pitture, which full by degrecs into 
a darker colour. J fhall be glad if Ihave fo ex- 
plain’d my felf as to be under(tood, but if I have not, 
quod nequeo dicere & fentio tantum, mu/t 
bemy excufe. ‘There remains much more to be faid 

on this fubjeE ; but to avoid envy, I will be filent. 

What I have faid is the general Opinion of the beft 

Judoes, and im a manner has been forc’d from me, 

by feeing a noble fort of Poetry fo happily reftor’d 

by one Man, and fo grofly copied, by almof all the 

reftA mufical eare, and a great genins,if another 
Mr, 
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Mr. Cowley cou’d arife,in another age may bring 
it to perfection. In the mean time, 
-----Fungar vice cotis acutum (di- 
Reddere qua ferrum valet,expers ipf4 fecan. 


[hope it will not be expetted from me,that I fhou'd 
fay any thing of my fellow undertakers in this Mif 
cellany. Some of them are too nearly related to me, 
to he commended without fufpicion of partiality: O- 
thers Lam [ure need it not ; and the reft I have not 
perus'd. To conclude, Iam fenfible that Ihave writ 
een this too haftily and too loofly ; 1 fear I have been 
tedions, and which w worfe, it comes out from the 

rft draught, and uncorrected. This I grant 1s no 
excufe ; for it may be reafonably urg’d, why did be 
not write with more leifure,or ,if be had it not(which 
was certainly my cafe) why did be attempt to write 
on fo nice a fubjeft ? The objection ss unanfwerable, 
but in part of recompence, let me affure the Reader, 
that in hafty produéteons, he ts fure to meet with an 
Authors prefent fence, which cooler thoughts wou'd 
pofsibly have difguisd. There 1s undoubtedly more of 
[pirit, though not of judgment in thefe uncorrect 
Effays, and confequently though my hazard be the 


greater, yet the Readers pleafure is net the lefs. 
John Dryden. 
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The entire Epi/ode of Nifus and Ex- 
ryalus, tranflated fromthe 5" and 
9"Books of Virgils A:neids. 


Connection of the Firft Part of the Epi- 
fode in the fifth Book, with the reft 
of the foregoing Poem. 


FEneas having buried his Father Anchifes 
in Sicily 3 and ferting fail from thence in 
fearch of \taly, is driven by a Storm on 
the fame Coafts from whence he depart- 
ed : After a years wandrivg, be is bofpi- 
pitably receivd by his friend Accttes, 
King of that part of the Ifland, who was 
born of Trojan rarenrege : He applies 
himfelf to celebrate the memiry of his 
Father with divine honcurs ; and accord- 
ingly inftitutes Funeral Games, and ap- 
points Prizes fer thofe who fkould conquer 
in them. One of thefe Games was a Foot 
Race ; in which Nyfus and Euryalus 

were engagd amongft ot her Trojans and 
Sicilians. 
B Fro 
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Rom thence his way the Trojan Hero bent, 
fk Into agrafly Plain with Mountains pent, 
Whole Brows were fhaded with furrounding wood; 
Full in the midft of this fair Valley, ftood 
A native Theater, which rifing flow, 

By juft degrees, o’re look’d the ground below: 
A numerous Train attend in folemn ftate: 
High on the new rats’d Turfe their Leader fate. 
Here thofe, who in the rapid Race delight, 
Defire of honour, and the Prize invite : 
TheTrojans and Sicilians mingled ftand, 
With Nifus and Exr;alus, the formoft ofthe Band, 
Euaryalus with youth and beauty crown’d, 
Nifu« vor friendf{hip to the Boy renown’d. 
Diores next of Priam’sRegal Race, 
Then Salius, joyn'd with Patrez,tock his place : 
But from Epirus one deriv’d his birth, 
The other ow’d it to Arcadian Earth. 

Then 
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Then two Sicilian Youths ; the name of this 
Was Helizeus, of that was Panopes : 

Two jolly Hunt{men in the Foreft bred, 

And owning old Aceftes for their Head. 

With many others of obfcurer name, 

Whom Time has not deliver’d o’re to Fame: 
To thefe Aineas in the midft arofe, 

And pleafingly did thus his mind expofe. 

Not one of you {hall unrewarded go 5 

On eachI will two Cretan Spears beftow, ¢ 
Pointed with polith’d Steel 5 a Battle-ax too, 
With Silver {tudded 5 thefe in common (hare, 
The formoft three fhall Olive Garlands wear : 
The Vidor, who {hall firft the Race obtain, 
Shall for his Prize a well breath’d Courfer gain, 
Adorn’d with Trappings; to the next in fame, 


The Quiver of an Amazonian Dame, 


Bo With 
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With feather’d Thracian Arrows well fupply’d 
Kung ona golden Belt, and with a Jewel ty'd- 
The third this Grectar Helmet muft content. 
He faid: to their appointed Bafe they went. 
With beating hearts th’ expected Sign receive, 
And ftarting all at once, the Station leave. 
Spread out, as on the Wing of Winds they flew, 
And feizd the diftant Goal with eager veiw : 
Shot from the Crowd, {wift Ni/ws allo’r pat, 
Not {tormes, nor thunder equal halfhis hafte : 
Thenext, but tho the next, yet far disjoyn’d, 
Came Salins, then, a diftant {pace behind 
Furyalus the third. 

Next Hel: wus, whom young Diores ply’d, 

Step after Step, and almoft fide by fide 5 

His fhoulders preffing, and in Jonger fpace, 


Had won, or left at leaft a doubtful Race. 


Now 
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Now fpent, the Goal they almo‘t reach at laft, 

When eager Ni/us, haplefs in his hefte, 

Slipt firft, and flipping, fell upon the plain, 

Moift with the bloud of Oxen iately flain ; 

The carelefs Victor had not mark’ his way, 

But treading where the treacherous puddle lay, 

His heels flew up, and on the grafly fivor, 

He fell befmear’d wi:h filth and holy gore. 

Nor mindlefS then Euryalus of thee, 

Nor of the facred bonds of amity, 

He ftrove th’ immediate Rival to oppole, 

And caught the foot of Salas as he rofe 5 

So Sulins lay extended on the Plain: 

Enryalus {prings out the prize to gain, 

And cuts the Crowd 3 applauding peals attend 

The Conqur’or to the Goal, who conquer’d thro 
his friend, 


B 3 Next 
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Next Helimus, and then Diores came, 

By two misfortunes, now the third in fame. 
But Salixs enters, and exclaiming loud 

For Juftice, deafens and difturbs the Crowd ; 
Urges his caufe may in the Court be heard, 
And pleads the Prize is wrongfully conferr’d. 
But favour for Euryalus appears, 

His blooming beauty and his graceful tears 
Had brib'd the Judges to protect his claim: 
Befides Diores does as loud exclaim, 

Who vainly reaches at the laft Reward, 

If the firt Palm on Salixs be conferr’d. 

Then thus the Prince ; let no difputes arife 5 
Where Fortune plac’d it, l award the Prize. 
But give me leave, her Errours to amend, 

At leaftto pity adeferving friend. 

Thus having faid, 


of MISCELLANY POEMS ; 





A Lions Hide, amazing to behold, 
Pond’rous with briftles, and with paws of gold, 
He gave the Youth, which Ni/as greiv'd to veiw: 
If fuch rewards to vanquifh'd men are due, 

Said he, and falling is to rifeby you, § 
What prize may Nifws from your bounty claim, 
Who merited the firft rewards and fame! 

In falling both did equal fortune try, 

Woud fortune make me fall as happily. 

With this he pointed to his face, and fhow’d 

His hands and body all befmear’d with blood - 

Th’ indulgent Father of the people {mil’d, 

And caus’d to be produc'd a maffie Shield 

Of wondrous art by Didsmaon wrought, 

Long fince from Neptunes bars in triumph brought 5 
With this, the graceful Youth he gratifi'd 5 

Then the remaining prefents did d‘vide. 


B 4 Con 


8 Th SECOND PART 





Connection of the remaining part of the 
Epifode, rranflated out of the 9th. Book 
of Virzils Eneids, with the fore- 
soing part of the Story. 


The War being now broken out betwixt the 
Trojans and Latines; and FEneas being 
overmatch d in numbers by his Enemies , 
rio rere ayded by King Turnus, be forti- 
fies bis Camp, and leaves in it his young 
Son Afcanius, under the direction cf his 
chief Counfellours and Captains ; while 
he goes in perfon, tobeg Succours from 
King Evander and the Tufcans. Tur- 
nus takes advantage of his abfence, and 
affaults his Camp: The Trojans in it, 
ave reduc’d to great extremities ; which 
gives the Poet the occafion of continu: 
ing this admirable Epi{cde, wherein he 
defcribes the frienchhip, the genercfity, 
the adventures, and the death of Nifus 
and Euryalus. 


The 
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He Trojan Camp the common danger har’d 5 
TT By turns they watch’d the Walls; anc 


kept the Nightly Guard : 
To Warlike Ni/us fell the Gate by Lot, 
(Whom Hjrtacus on Huntrefs Ida got : 
And fent to Sza Eneas to attend, ) 
Well cou’d he dart the Spear, and fhafts unerrin 

fend, 

Befide him {tood Exryalus, his ever Faithful friend: 
No Youth in all the Trojan Hoft was {een 
More beautiful in arms, or of a Nobler meen 5 
Scarce was the Down upon his Chin begun 5 
One was their Friendthip, their defire was one: 
With minds united in the Field they warr’d, 
And now were both by Choice upon the Guard. 
Then Nifas thus : 
Or dothe Godsthis Warlike warmth infpire, 
Or makes Each Man a God of his defire ? 
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A Noble Ardour boils within my Breaft, 

Eager of Action, Enemy of Reft ; 

That urges me to Fight, or undertake 

Some Deed that may my Fame immortal make. 

Thou feeft the Foe fecure: How faintly thine 

Their {catter’d Fires, the moft in Sleep fupine ; 

Diffolv’d in Eafe, and drunk with Vidory - 

The few awake the fuming Flaggon Ply 5 

All hufhed around: Now hear what I revolve, 

Within my mind, and what my labouring thoughts 
refolve. 

Our abfent Lord both Camp and Council mourn 5 

By Mefiage both wou'd haften his return: 

The gifts propos’d if they confer on thee, 

(For Fame is recompence enough to me) 

Methinks beneath yon Hill, I have efpy’d 

A way that fafely will my Paffage guide. 


Exrialus - 





of MISCELLANY POEMS. iI 


Exryalus ftood Liftning while he fpoke, 
With Love of praife, and Noble envy ftrook 5 
Then to his ardent Friend, expos'd his mind : 
All this alone, and leaving me behind ! ¢ 
Am I unworthy, Ni/us, to be joyn’d, 
Think’ft thoumy Share of honour I will yield, 
Or fend thee unaffifted to the Field > 
Not fo my Father taught my Childhood Armes, 
Born in aSiege, and bred amongft Alarms : 
Nor is my Youth unworthy of my Friend, 
Or of the Heav’n-born Heroe I attend. 
The thing call’d Life with eafe I can difdain 5 
And think it overfold to purchafe Fame. 
To whom his Friend 5 
I cou'd think, alas, thy Tender years 
Wou’d minifter new matter tomy Fears: 
Nor is it juft thou fhoudft thy Wifk obtains 
So ove in Triumph bring me back again; 

to 
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Tothofe dear eyes; or if a God there be 
To pious Friends, propitious more than he. 
Butif fome one, as many fure there are, 

OF adverfe accidents in doubtful War, 

If one fhou’d reach my Head there let it fall, 
And {pare thy life, I woud not perihh all: 
Thy Youth is worthy of a longer Date 5 
Do thou remain to mournthy Lovers fates; 
Yo bear my mangled body from the Foe, 
Or buy it back, and Fun’ral rites beftow. 
Or if hard Fortune fhall my Corps deny 
Thofe dues, with empty Marble to fupply. 
Olet not me the Widows tears renew, 

Let not a Mothers curfe my name purfues 
Thy pious Mother, who in Love to thee, 
Left the Fair Coaft of fruitful Sicily ; 

Her Age committing to the Seas and Wind, 


When every weary .\4etren ftaid behind. 
To 
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To this Exryalus, thou pleadft in vain, 

And but delayftthe caufe thou canft not gain: 
No more, ’tislofs of time: with that he wakes 
The nodding Watch 5 each to his Officetakes ! 
The Guard reliev’d, in Company they went 
To find the Council at the Royal Tent. 

Now every living thing lay void of care, 

And Sleep, the common gift of Nature, fhare: 
Mean time the Jrojan Peers in Council fate 
And call’d their Chief Commanders, to sag 
The weighty bufinefs of th’ indanger’d State. 
What next was to be done, who to be fent 

T’ inform /Ezeas of the Foes intent. 

In midft of all the quict Camp they held 
Nocturnal Council; each fuftains a Shicld 

Which his o’relabour'd Armcan hardly rear; 


And leans upon a long projected Spear. 


Now 
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Now Nifis and his Friend approach the Guard, 
And beg admittance, eager to-be heard, 

Th’ affair important; not to be deferr’d. 
Afcanius bids them be condutted ins 

Then thus, commanded, Ni/us does begin. 

Ye Trojan Fathers lend attentive Ears 5 

Nor judge our undertaking by our years. 

The Foes fecurely drench’d in Sleep and wine 
Their Watch neglect 5 their Fires but thinly thine. 
And where the Smoak in thickning Vapours flies 
Cov’ring the plain, and Clouding all the Skies, 
Betwixt the {paces we have markd a way, 

Clofe by the Gate and Coafting by the Sea; 
This Paffage undifturb'd, and unefpy'd 

Our Steps will fafely to AZxeas guide, 

Expect each hour to fee him back again 


Loaded with fpoils of Foes, in Battle flain: 


Snatch 
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Snatch we the Lucky Minute while we may, 
Nor can we be miftaken in the way - 
For Hunting in the Vale, we oft have {cen 
The rifing Turrets with the ftream between : 
And know its winding Courfe, with every foord. 
He pausd, and Old Aletkestook the Word. 
Our Country Gods in whom our truft we place, 
Will yet from ruin favethe Trojan races 
While we behold fuch fpringing worth appear, 
In youth fo brave, and breafts fo void of fear. 
(With this he took the hand of either Boy, 
Embrac'd them clofely both, and wept for joy :) 
Ye brave young men, what equal gifts can we, 
What recompence for fuch defert, decree! 
The greateft {ure and beft you can reccive, 
The Gods, your vertue and your fame will give: 
The Reft, our grateful General wili befow 5 
And young Afcanius, ll his Manhood, owe. 

And 
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And Iwhofe welfare in my Fatherlies, 

(Afcanius adds,) by all the Deities 

Ry our great Country, andour houfthold Gods, 

By Hoary Vefta's rites,and dark abodes, 

Adjure youboth, on you my Fortune ftands , 

Thatand my Faith I plight into your hands, 

Make me but happy in his fafe return, 

(Forl No other lofs but only his can mourn, ) 

Nifus your gift fhall two large Goblets be, 

Of Silver wrought with curious Imag’ry, 

And high emboft: which when old Priam reign’d 

My corquering Sire, at fack’d Arisha gain‘d. 

And more two Tripods caft in antique mould, 

With two great Tallents of the fineft Gold. 

Befides a Boul which Ijrian Art did grave 5 

The Pretcat that Sidonian Dido gave. 

But ifinCongquer'd Italy we reign, 

When Spoils by Lot the Victors {hail obtain, 
Thou 
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Thou faw’ft the Courfer by proud Tarzus preft 5 
That, and his golden Arms, and fanguine Creft, 
And Sheild, from lot exempted, thou fhale (hare ; 
With thefe,tweive captive Dam’fels young and fair . 
Male Slaves as many 3 well appointed all 

With Vefts and Arms, ihall tothy portion fall - 
And laft a fruitful Field to thee {hall reft, 

The large demenes the Ltian King poffeft. 

But thou, whofe years are more to mine ally’d, 
No fate my vow’d affection’ (hall divide 

From thee O wondrous Youth: - be ever mine, 
Take fall poffeffion , all my Soul is thine : 

My lifesCompanion, and my bofom Friend 5 
One faith, one fame, one fate fail beth attend. 
My peace fhall be committed to thy care, 

And to thy Conduct my concerns in war. 

Then thus the bold Exryalus reply’d 5 


What ever fortune, good or bad, betide, 
C The 
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The fame fhall be my Age, as now my Youth ; 
No time ‘hall find me wanting to my truth. 
This only from your bounty let me gain; 
( And this not granted, all rewards are vain: ) 
OF Priams Royal Race my Mother came, 
And fure the beft that ever bore the name: 
Whom neither Troy, nor Sicily coud hold 
From me departing ; but o’re {pent and old, 
My fate fhe follow’d 3 ignorant of this 
What ever danger: Neither parting ki, 
Nor pious Blefiing taken, her I leave: 
And in this only Act of all my life deceive, 
By this your hand and confcious Night I {wear, 
My youth {0 fad a farewel cou’d not bear. 
Be you her Patron fill my vacant place; 
( Permit meto prefume {o great a grace;) 
Support her Age forfaken and diftreft ; 
That hope alone will fortifie my breatt, 

Againtt 
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Againt{t the worit of forrunes and of fears: 
He faid 5 th’ Aftiftants hed prefaging tears. 
But above 2!!, “/canivs mov'd to fez 


That tmage of paternal picty. 





Then thus reply'd. 
So great beginnings tn fo green an Age 


Exa& that Faith, which firmly I cne.ze 5 

Thy Mother all the priviled¢e tia!l ciaim 
Creu; bic 5 and oaly wautthe name. 

Whate’r event thy enterprife thail have, 

Tis Mcrit tc have bora aSon fo brave. 

By this my il-ad, a facred Oath, i ivear, 

( My Father uedit) whet returuinz, bere 
Crown’d with fuccct:, | for thy {elf orevere, 
Thy Parentand thy Family Qia'l have. 

Hz faids and weeping while be Sick. the word, 


From his broad Belt he drow a Caining 24 erg, 


‘?) 
WJ 
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Magnific.:it with Gold; Lycaon made, 
And in an Iv'ry {cabbard fheath’d the Blade. 
This was his Gift: while Muestkeus did provide 
flor Nifus Arms;a grifley Lions Hide; (per ova 
And true Aleties cliang'd with him bis helm of tem- 
Thus arm’d they went. the noble Trajans wait 
Their zoing forth, and follow tothe Gate. 
With Pray’rs and Vows above the reft appears 
Afcanins, manly far above his years, 
And Mefflages committed to their care 5 
Which «ll in Winds were loft, and empty air. 
Tne Trenches firft they pafs’d 5 then took their 
way, 

Where their proud foes in picch’d Pavilions lay, 
To many fatal e’r themfelves were {lain : 
The carelefs Hoft difperft upon the Plain 
They found,wio drunk with Wine fuvinely fnore: 
Uaharnefsd Chartots ftand upon the fhore 5 

Mid{t 
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Mid{ft wheels, and reins, and arms, the Gebict by, 
A Medley of Debauch and War they lie; 
Obferving Nifes thew’d his friend the fght 5 
Then thus : behold a Conqueft without fight, 
Occafion calls the Sword to be prepor’d ¢ 


Our way liesthere, ftand thou upon the guard 5 





And look behind, whilel fecurely go 
To cut an ample paffage through the Foe. 
Softly hefpokes then ftalking took his way, 
With his drawnSword,where haughty Rhareneslay, 
His head rais’d high, on Tapeftry beneath, 
_ And heaving from his breaft, he puffd his breath. 
A King, and Prophet by King Turzus lov’d, 
But fate by Prefcience cannot be remov’d. 
Three fleeping Slaves he foon fubdues : then {pyes 
Where Rhemxs, with his proud Retinue, lies: 
His Armour Bearer firft, and next he kills 
His Charioteer, entrench’d betwixt the wheeis, 

C 3 And 
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And his lov’d Herfes 5 laft invade: their Lord, 
Fuil on his Neck he aims the fatal Sword: 
The Gafsing head flics of + a purole flond, 


Flows fromthe Trenk, that watlows in rhe blond ; 


The bed, befprinklesand bedews the ground. 

Thea Lam;rus with Lawes acd the young 

Serrammz, who with gaming did prciong 

The night : oppreft with wine and itamber lay 

The beauteous Youth,and dreamt of lucky Play ; 

More lucky had it been protraGed till the day. 

The famith’d Lion thus with hunger bold, 

O’re leaps the fences of the nightly fold, 

The peaceful Flock devours, and tears, and draws; 

Wropt upin filent fear, they lie and pant beneath 

his paws. 

Nor with lefs rage Exrjalus imploys 

The vengeful Sword, nor fewer foes deftroyes 5 
But 
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But on th’ ignoble Crowd his fury flew 5 

Which Fadus, Bebefus, and Rhetus flew, 

With Abaris; in fleep the reft did fall 5 

But Rbetws waking, and obferving all : 

Behind a mighty Jar he flunk tor fear 5 

The thar p edg’d Iron found and reachd him there: 

Full as he rofe he plung’d it in his fide 5 

The cruel Sword return’‘d in crimfon dy‘d. 

The wound a blended {tream of wineand blood 

Pours out 3 the purple Soul comes floating tn the 
floud. 

Now where Meffapws quarter’d they arrive 5 

The fires were fainting there, and juft alive; 

The warlike Horfes ty’d in order fed 5 

Nifus the difcipline obferv’d, and {ed, 

Our eagernefs of blood may both betray : 

Behold the doubtfu) glimmering of the day, 
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Foe to thefenightly thefts: No more my, friend, 
Here let our glutted execution End 5 

A Lane t!.rouzh flaughter’d Bodies we have made: 
The bald Exr, alr, thouzh loath, obey’d : 

Rich Arms and Arras which they {catter’d find, 
And Plate, a precious icad thev leave behind. 
Yet fond ot Gaudy {poils, the Boy wou'd ftay 
To make the proud Caparifons his prey, 
Which deck’d a Neigh’bring fteed. 
Nor did his eyes lefs lengingly behold 

The Girdle {tudded o’re with Nails of Gold, 
Which Bhamues wore: This prefentlong ago 
On Rexsulus did Cedicus beftow, 





And abfent joynd in hofpitable Tyes. 

He dying to his Heir bequeath’d the prize: 
Till by the conquering Ratu oppreft 

He fell, and they the glorious gift poffeft, 


Thefe 
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Thefe gaudy f{poils Exrialus now bears 5 
And vainly on his brawny Shoulders wears: 
Meffapes Helm, he found amongft the dead, 
Garnifh’d with plumes, and fitted to his head. 
They leave the Camp and take the fafeft roads 
Mean time a Squadron of their foes abroad, 
Three hundred Horfe with Bucklers arm’d, they 
{py’d, 
Whom Voljcens by the Kings command did guide : 
To Turnns thefe were from the City fent, 
And to perform their Meflage fought his Tent. 
Approaching near their utmcft lines they draw 3 
When bending tow’rds the left, their Captain faw 
Thefaithful pair; for through the doubtful ne 
His glitt’ring Helm Euryalus betray’d 5 
On which the Moon with full reflection play‘d. G 
Tis not for nought(cry’d Volfcens from thecrowd) 
Thefe Men go there, then rais‘d his voice aloud: 
Stand 
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Stand,(tand!why thus in Arms? And whether bent; 


From whence, to whom, and on what errand fent? 





Silent they make away 5 and haft their flight 

To Neighb’ring Woods; and truft themfelves to 
night. 

The fpeedy horfemen fpur their Steeds to get 

*Twixt them and home 3 and every path befet, 

And all the windings of the well known Wood 5 

Black wasthe Brake, and thick with Oak it ftood, 

With fern all horrid, and perplexing thorn, 

Where tracks of Bears had {carce a paflage worn 


The darknefs of thethades; his heavy prey, 
And fear, milled the younger from his way: 
But Nifus hit the turns with happier haft, 
Who now, unknowing, had the danger patt, 
And Alban Lakes from Alba’s name fo call’d 3 
Where King Lativ#s then his Oxen Stall'd. 


Till 
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Till warning at the length he {tood his ground, 
And vainly caft his longing eyes around 

For his loft friend ! 

Ah/ wretch, hecry’d, where have I left behind, 
Where fhall I hope th’ unhappy Youth to find / 
Or what way take! again he ventures back, 
And treads the Mazes ot his former track, 
Thro the wild wood « at laft he hears the Noife 
Oftrampling Horics, and the riders voice. 

The Sound approach’d, and fuddainly he view'd 
His Foes inclofing, and his friend purfu'd, 
Fore laid, and taken, while he {trove in vain 
The Covert of the Neighb’ring Wood to gain. 
What fhoud he next attempt, what arms emplay 
With fruitlefs torce to free the Captive Boy ? 
Or temp: unequal numbers with the Sword 5 


And die by him whom living he ador'd ? 
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Refolv’d on death his dreadful Spear he thook, 

And calting to the Moona mournful look, 

Fair Queen, faid he, whodoft in woods delight, 

Grace of the Stars, and Goddefs of the Night ¢ 

Be prefent, and dire my Dart aright. 

If e’'re my pious Father for my fake, 

Did on thy Altars grateful offerings make, 

Or I increas'd them with fuccefsful toilss 

And hung thy Sacred Roof with favage Spoils, 

Through the brown fhadows guide my flying Spear 

To reachthis Troop: Then poyzing fromhis ear 

The quiv’ring Weapor with full force he threws 

Through the divided fhades the deadly Javelin 

flew 5 

On Swleeo's back it fplits; the double dart, 

Drove deeper onward, and transfixt his heart. 

He {taggers round, his eye-balls rowl in death 5 

And with fhort Sobbs, he gafps away his breath. 
All 
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All ftand amaz'ds a fecond Javelin flies 

From his ftretch'd arm, and hifles through the Skies: 

The Lance through Tzgus Temples force dits ways 

And in his brain-pan: warmly buried lay. 

Fierce Volfcens foams with rage;and gazing-round , 

Defcry’d no Author of the Fatal wound, 

Nor where to fix revenge: But thou he cries, 

Shale pay for both ; and at the Pris’ner flies, 

With his drawn Swotd: Then, ftruck with deep 
defpair , 

That fatal fight theLover cou’d not bear ; 

But from his Covert rufht in open view 5 

And {ent his voice before him as he flew ; 

Me, me, employ your Sword on mealone : 

The crime confes'd; the fac& was all my own. 

He neither con’d nor durft, the guildefs Youth, 

Ye Moon and Stars bear witnefs to the Truths 


His 
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His only fault, if that be to offend, 

Was too much loving his uahappy friend. 
Foo Jate alas, he {peaks 5 

The Sword, which unrelenting fury guides 
Driv’n with full force had pierc’d his tender fides 5 
Down fell the beauteous Youth, the gaping wound 
Gufh'd out a Crimfon ftreamand ftain’d the ground: 
His nodding neck reclines on his white breaft, 
Like a fair Flow’r, in furrow’d Fields oppreft, 
By the keen Share: or Poppy on the plain, 
Whofe heavy head is overcharg’d with rain. 
Difdain, de(pair, and deadly vengeance vow'd, 
Drove Nifus headlong onthe Hoftile Crow'd 3 
Volfcens he {eeks, at him alone he bends 5 

Born back, and puth’d by his furrounding friends, 
He ftill prefs'd on; and kept him ftill in fights 
Then whirld aloft his Sword with all bis mights 


The 





of MISCELLANY POEMS. 3 





Th’ unerring Weapon flew ; and wing’d with 
death, 

Enter’d his gaping Mouth, and ftop‘d his breath. 

Dying he flew: and ftagg’ring on the plain, 

Sought for the Body of his Loverflain : 

Then quietly on his dear Breaft he fell; 

Content in death to be reveng'd fo well, 

Obappy pair! for if my verfe can give 

Eternity; your fame fhall ever live: 

Fix’d asthe Capitols Foundations lies, 

And {pread where e’re the Roman Eagle flies, 
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The entire Epifode of Mexentins 
and Laufus, tranflated out of the 
10° Book of Virgils Eneids 


Connection of the Epifode, with 
the foregoing Story. 


Mezentius was King of Etruria, or Tuf- 
cany ; from whence he was expell'd by 
his Subjects, for bis Tyrannical gover 
mert, and cruelty; and a new King E- 
IeGled. Being thus banijbd he applies 
himfelf to King. Turnus, 77 whofe Court 
he, and his Son Laufus take Sanctuary. 
Tutnus for the Love of Lavinia maxing 
War with FEncas, Mezentius ingages in 
the caufe of bis Benefactor, and performs 
many vreat ations, particularly in rever- 
ging himfelf on his late Subjects, who 
now affifted Fineas out of hatred to him. 
Mezentis is every where defcribd by 
Virgil as an Atheift ; his Son Lautfus is 
made the Pattern of filial Piety and 
Vertue: Aud the death of thofe two is the 
fuoject of this Woble- Epifode. ditieis 
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T Hus equal deaths are dealt,and equal chance; 

By turns they quit their ground, by turns 
advance : 

Vittors and vanquith’d in the various field « 

Nor wholly overcome, nor wholly yeild: 

The Gods from Heav’n, farvey the doubtful {trife, 

And mourn the Miferies of humane life, 

Above the reft two Goddefles appear 

Concern’d for each: Here Venus, Fuxo there. 

Amidft the Crowd, infernal Asé thakes 

Her Scourge aloft, and hiffing Creft of Snakes, 

Once more Mezentius, with a proud difdain, 

Brandi(h’d his Spear, and rufh’d into the Plain : 

Where, tow’ring in the midmoft ranks, he ftood, — 

Like vaft Orion {talking o'r the floud : 

When with his brawny Breaft, he cuts the waves: 


His fhoulders fcarce the topmot billow laves. 


D Or 
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Or like a Mountain Ath, whofe roots are {psead, 
Deep fix'd in earth 5 in clouds he hides his head. 
Thus arm’d, he took the field :—~ 

The Trojan Prince beheld him from a far; 

With joyful eyes, and undertook the war: 
Colled&ted in himfelf; and like a Rock 

Poiz’d on his bafe ; Mezentius ftood the fhock 
Of his great Foe : then meafuring with hiseyes 
The fpace his {pear cou’d reach, aloud he cryes: 
My own right hand and Sword affift my ftroke; 
( Thofe only Gods Mezentixs will invoke. ) 

His Armour,from the Trojan Pyrate torn, 

Shall by my Les/us be in triumph worn. 

He faid; and ftraight withall his force he threw 
The maffie Spear 5 which, bifling as it flew, 
Reach'd the celeftial Shield ; that {top'd the courfe: 


But glanceing thence,the yet unbroken force, 


Took 
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Took a new bent obliquely, and, betwixt 

The Side and Bowels, fam'd Anthores fixt. 

Anthores had from Argos travell’d far, 

Alcides friend, and brother of the War, 

Till, tir'd witb toyls, fair Italy he chofe 5 

And in Evander’s Palace, fought repofe ; 

Now falling by anothers wound, his eyes 

Be cafts to Heaven 3 on Argos thinks, and dics. 

The pious Trojax then his javelin fent 5 

The Sheild gave way, thro’ trebble plates it went 

Of folid brafs, of linnen trebbly rowld, 

And three Bull Hides, which round the Buckler 
fold: 

Afi thefe it paft with unrefilted ccurfe, 

Franfpeire’d his thigh, and {pcnt its dying force. 

The gaping wound guth’d out acrimfon floud ; 

The Trojan glad with fightof hoftile bloud, 


D 3 Eis 
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His Fauchion drew, to cloffer fight addreft, 

And with new force his fainting foe oppreft. 

His Fathers danger Laxfxs veiw'd with grief, 

He figh’d, he wept, he ran to his relief 

And here, O wond'raus Youth, ’tis here, F muft 
Tothy immortal memory be juft, 

And fing an aé&, fo noble and fo new, 

Pofterity fhall {carce believe tt true. 

Pain’d with his wound, and ufelefs for the fight, 
The Father fought to fave himfelf by flight; 
Incumber'd, {Jow he drag’d the Spear along, 
Which peirc'd his thigh, and in bts Buckler hung. 
The pious Youth refolv’d to undergo 

The lifted {word, {prings out to face his Foe, ¢ 
Proteds his Father, and prevents the blow. 
Shouts of applaufe ran ringing thro the field, 

To {ce the Son the vanquifh’d Father fheild 5 


All 
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All fir'd with Noble Emulation, ftrive 5 

And with a ftorm of darts, to diftance drive 

The Trojax chief, who held at bay, from far , 

On his Vulcanian Orb fuftain’d the War. 

As when thick Hail comes ratling in the wind, 

The Ploughman, Pafienger, and lab’ring Hind 

For thelter to the Neighb’ring Covert fly, 

Qr hous'd, or fafe in Hollow Caverns lie, 

Bur that o'reblown, when heav'n above’em {miles, 

Return to Travel, and renew their toils: 

FEneas thus o'rewhelm’d 5 on every fide 

The Storm of darts undaunted did abide; 

And thus to Lax/us loud, with friendly rea 

ning cried. 

Why wilt thou ruth to certain death ? and rage 

In rath attempts beyond thy tender age @ 

Betray’d by pious Love.? nor thus forborn 

The Youth defifts, but with infulting {corn : 
Pro- 
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Provokes the ling’ring Prince,whole patience tid 
Gave places andall his breaft with fury fir'd. 
For now the Fates prepar’d their cruel Shears ; 
And lifted bigh, the conquering Sword appears, 
Which full defcending with a fearful {way, 
Thro’Sheild & Cuiraffe forc’d th’ impetuous won 
And buried deep in his fair bofome lay. 
The {pringing (treams thro’ the thin Armour ftrove, 
And drencht the golden Coat his careful Mother 
wove : 

And life at length forfook his heaving heart, 
Loth from {c fwect a Manfion to depart. 
But wher, with bloud and palenefs all befpread, 
The ious Prince bzheld young Laxfus dead, 
He griev'd, he wept: the fight an image brought 
Ofhis own filial loves a fadly pleafing thought. 
Then ftretch’d his band to raife himup, and faid 5 
Poor haplefs youth, what praifescan be paid 

Tq 
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To love fo greats to fuch trarifcendent ftore 
Of early worth, and fure prefage of more ! 
Accept what e’re AZneas can afford : 

Untouch’'d thy Arms; untaken be thy Swords 
And all that pleas’d thee living, ftill remain 
Inviolate; and. facred to the flain. 

Thy body onthy Parents I beftow, “ 
To pleafe thy Gho’ ; at leaftif thadows know 
Or have a taft of humane things bilow. 

Thereto thy fellow Ghofts, with glory tell, 
"Twas by the great ASveas hand I fell. 

With this he bids his diftant Friends draw near, 
Provokes their Duty, and prevents their fear; 
Him(clf affifts to raife him from the ground, 

His Locks deform’d with Biood, that well'd from 

out his wound. 
Mean time the Father, now no Father, {tood, 
And wafhd his wounds by Zybers yellow floud , 
D4 Op- 
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Oppreft with anguifh, panting, and o’re {pent, 
His fainting Limbs again{t a tree he leant < 
A bough his brazen Helmet did fuftain, 
His heavier arms lay {catter’d on the plain: 
Of Youtha chofen Troop around him ftand, 
His head hung down, and refted on his hands 
His grizly Beard his penfive bofom fought, 
And all on Laxfus, ran his reftlefs thought. 
Careful, concern’d his danger to prevent, 
Much he enquir’d, and many a meflage fent- 
To warn him fromthe Field 3 alas in vain 
Behold his mournful followers bear him {lain 
On their broad fhields 5 ftill gufh’d the gaping 
wound, 
And drew a bloody trail along the ground. 
Far off he heard their cries; far off divin’d 
The dire event with aforebodeing mind. 


Wi:h 
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With duft he fprinkled firft his Hoary head, 
Then both his lifted Arms to Heav'n he {pread f 
Laft, the dear Corps embracing, thus he fed. 
What joys, alas, coud this frail being give! 
That I have been fo covetous to live, 

To feemy Son, and fucha Son, refign 

His life a ranfome for preferving mine / 

And am I then preferv’d, and art thou loft, 
How much too dear has that redemption coft. 
‘Tis now my bitter banifkment I feel, 

This is a wound too deep for time to heal. 

My guilt thy growing vertuesdid defame 3 

My blacknefs blotted thy unblemifh’d Name. 
Chas’d from a Throne, abandon’d, and exil’d 
For foul mifdeeds, were punifhments too mild 
I ow’d my people thefe 5 and from their hate 
Wish lefs injuftice cou’d have born my fate. 


And 
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eg Seen sane 


And set live, and yet fupport the fight 
Of hateful men, and of more hated Light ! 
But will not leng. With that he rais‘d from ground 
His fainting Limbs, that ftagger’d with his wound. 
Yet with a mind refolv'd, and unapal’d 
With pains or perils, for bis Courfer call’d. 
Well-mouth’d, well manag’d, whom himfelf did " 
drefs 

With daily cares and mounted with fuccefs, 
His Ayd in Arms; his Ornament in peace. 
Soothing his Courage with a gentle ftroke, 
The Horfe feemd fenfible, while thus he fpoke. 
O Rhebus we have liv’'d. too long for mes 
(If long and Life wereterms that cou’d agree!) 
This day, thou either fhalt bring back the head, 
And bloody Trophies of the Trojan dead 5 
This day, thou either fhalt revenge my woe 
For Murther’'d Lax/es on his cruell Foe, 

Or 





of MISCELLANY POEMS. 43 





Or if inexorable Fate deny 
Oar Conqueft, with thy Conquer'd Mafter die. 
For after fuch a Lord, I reft fecure, 
Thou wiltno Foreign reins, or Irojax load endure. 
He faid; and ftraight th’ officious Courfer kneels 
To take his wonted weight : His hands he fills 
With pointed Javelins; on his head he lac’d 
His glittering Helm, which terribly was gracd 
VVith crefted Horfchair, ncdding from afar, 
Thea fpurr'd his thundring Steed, amidft the War. 
Love , anguifh, wrath, and grief to madnefs 
wrought, 
Defpair, and fecret fhame, and con{cious thought 
Of inborn Worth, his lab’ring Soul oppreft; 
Rowl'd in his eyes, and rag’d within his breaft. 
Then loud he call’d Aiweas, thrice by Name 5 
The Joud repeated voice to glad Aixeas came. 


Grear 
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Great ove faid he 5 and the far thooting God, 

Infpire thy mind, to make thy challenge good. 

He faid no more 5 but baften’d to appear, 

And threatn’d with his long protended {pear. 

To whom Mezentins thus; thy vaunts are vain, 

My Laxfus lyesextended on the plain; 

He's loft; thy conqueft is already won : 

This was my only way to be undone. 

Nor fate I fear, but all the Gods defie ! 

Forbear thy threats 3 my bufinefs is to die: ¢ 

But fir{t receive this parting Legacie. 

He faid; and ftraighta whirling dart he fent; 

Another after, and another went. 

Round in a {pacious Ring he rides the field, 

And vainly plies th’ impenetrable Shield. 

Thrice rode he round , and thrice Afweas 
wheel’d: 


Turn'd 
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Turn'd as he turn’d, the Golden Orb withftood 
The ftrokes, and bore about an Iron wood. 
Impatient of delay ; and weary grown 
Still to defend, and to defend alone; 
To wrench the Darts that in his Buckler light, 
Urg'd ando’re labour’d in unequal fight, 
At laft refolv’d, he throws with all his force 
Full at the Temples of the warlike Horfe: 
Betwixt the Temples pafs’d th’ unerring {pear, 
And piercing ftood transfixt from ear to ear. 
Seiz'd with the fuddain pain, furpriz’d with fright, 
The Courfer bounds aloft and ftands upright: 
He beats his Hoofsa while in aire; then preft 
With anguifh , Floundering falls the gen’r 
beaft 
And his caft rider, with his weight oppreft. 
From either Hoft the mingled fhouts and cries 
Of Trojans and Rutilians rend the Skies. 


Fineas 
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fEmeas haft'ning wav'd his fatal Sword, 

High o’re his head, with this reproachful word : 
Now, where arc now thy vaunts, the fierce difdain 
OF proud Mezentius,and the lofty ftrain ? 
Strugling, and wildly ftaring on the Skies, 
With {carce recover’d breath, he thus replies : 
Why thefe infulting threats, this wafte of breath, 
To Souls undaunted, and fecure of Death. 
Tis no difhonour for the brave to die ; 

Nor came I hear with hope of Vxttory 3; 

But, with a glorious Fate, toend my pain 3 
When Laxfus fell, I was already flain : 

Nor ask I life, 

My dying Son contraéted no fuch band : 

Nor wou'd I take it from his Mud'rers hand. 

- For this, this only favour let me fue, 


(If pity to a conquer’d foe be due) 


Refute 
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Refufe not that: But let my body have 
The laft retreat of humane kind; a Grave. 
Foo well 1 know my tajurd peoples hate; 


Proze&t me from their vengeance after fate 5 


And lay my much lav'd Lax/xs by my fide ; 

He faid; and tothe Sward his throat apply'd. 

The Crimfon ftream diftain'’d kis Arms around; 

And the difdainful Soul came ruthing through 
the wound. 


This refuge for my poor remains provides 





The 
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THE 


S P EE CH 
VENUS 
VULCAN: 


Wherein fhe perfwades him to make Arms 
for ber Son Fineas, then engagd in a 
War againft the Latines, and King Tur- 
nus : [ranflated out of the Eighth Book 
of Virgils Aneids. 


N 


But Vévus,not invain, furpriz’d with dread 


Ow Night with Sable wings the World 





o’re {pread 5 


of 
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Of Latian arms, before the tempett breaks, 

Her Husbands timely fuccour thus befpeaks, 
Couch’d in his golden Bed : —— 

CAnd,that her pleafing Speech his mind may move, 
In{pires it with diviner charms of Love : ) 

While adverfe Fate con{pir'd with Grecian Pow’rs, 
To level with the ground the Trojan Tow’rs, 

I begg’d no ayd th’ unhappy to reftore, 

Nor did thy fuccour, nor thy art implore 5 

Nor fought, their finking Empire to faftain, 

To urge the labour of my Lord in vain. 

Tho’ much I ow’d to Priass Houfe, and more, 
‘Fhe dangers of /Hixeas did @eplore : 

But now, by Joves command, and Fates decree, 
His Race is doom’d to reign in Italy, 

With humble fuit I ask thy needful art, 

O ftill propitious Pow’r, O Soveraign of my heart, 


E A 
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A Mother ftandsa fuppliant for a Son: 

By filver footed Thetis thou wert won 

For fierce Achilles, and the rofie Morn 

Mov’d thee with Armes her Mesenon to adorn; 
Are thefe my tears, lefs pow’rful on thy mind ? 
Behold what warlike Nations are combin’d, 
With fire and fword My people to deftroy, 
And twice to triumph over Me and Trey, 

She faid 5 and ftraight her arms of {nowy hue, 
About her unrefolving Husband threw 3 

Her foft embraces foon infufe defire, 

His bones and marrow fuddain warmth infpire ¢ 
And all the Godhead feels the wonted fire. 
Not half fo {wift the rowling thunder flies, 

Or ftreaks of lightning flafhalong the skyes. 
The Goddefs pleas'd withher fuccefsful wiles , 
And, confcious of her congu’ring Beauty, fmiles. 


Then 
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Then thus the goodoldGod, (footh’d with her 
Panting, and half diflolving in her arms : — 
Why feek you reafons for a Caufe fo juft, 
Or your own beauty or my love diftruft? 
Long fince had you requir'd my helpful hand, 
You might the Artift, and his Art command 
Toarm your Trojans: nor did -Fove or Fate, 
Confine their Empire to fo fhort a date: 
And if you now defire new Wars to wage, 
My care, my skill, my labour I ingage, 
Whatever meleing Metals can confpire, 
Or breathing bellows, or the forming fire, 
I freely promife ; all your doubts remove, 
And think no task is difficult to love. 
He faid 3 and eager to enjoy her charms, 
He {natch the lovely Goddef$ to his arms 5 
Fill all infus'd in joy he lay poffeft 
Of full defire, and funk to pleafing reft. 
E 2 LUCRE. 


52 Th SECOND PART. 





LUCRETIUS 


The beginning of the Firft Book. 


Elight of Humane kind, and Gods aboves 
D Parent of Rome 3 Propitious Queen of 
Loves 

Whofe vital pow’r, Air, Earth, and Sea fuppliess 
And breeds what e’r is born beneath the rowling 
For every kind, by thy prolifique might, Saal 
Springs, and beholds the Regions ofthe light : 
Fhee, Goddefs thee, the clouds and tempefts fear, 
And at thy pleafing prefence difappear: 
For thee the Land in fragrant Flow’rs is dreft, 
For thee the Ocean {miles, and fmooths her wavy 

_— (light is bleft. 
And Heav n it felf with more ferene, and purer 


For 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. 53 





For when the rifiag Spring adorns the Mead, 

And anew Scene of Nature [tands difplay’d, 
When teeming Budds, and chearful greens appear, 
And Weftern gales unlock the lazy year, 

The joyous Birds thy welcome firft exprefs, 
Whole native Songs thy genial fire confefs : 

Then falvage Beafts bound o’re their flighted food, 
Strook with thy darts, and tempt the raging floud: 


All Nature is thy Gift 5 Earth, Air, and Sea : 
Of all that breaths, the variousprogeny, ¢ 


Scung with delight, is goade1 on by thee. 


The leavy Foreft, and the liquid Main 

Extends thy uncontroul’d and boundlefs reign. 

Tkrough all the living Regions doft thou move, 

And {catter’{t, where thou goeft, the kindly feeds 
of Love ; 


O’re barren Mountains, o’re the flow’ry Plain g 


E 3 Withe 
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Since then the race of every living thing, 

Obeys thy pow’rs fince nothing new can {pring 

Without thy warmth, without thy influence bear’ 

Or beautiful, or lovefome can appear, 

Be thou my ayd: My tuneful Song infpire, 

And kindle with thy own produ@ive fire 5 

While all thy Province Nature, | furvey, 

And fing to Memmixs an immortal lay 

Of Heav'n,and Earth, and every where thy —_ 
d'rous pew’r difplay. 

To Mesmins, under thy {weet influence born, 

Whom thou with all thy gifts and graces doft adorn. 

The rather, then affift my Mufe and me, 

Infuling Verfes worthy him and: thee. 

Mean time on Land and Sea let barb’nous difcord 
ceafe, aA 


And lull the liftning world in univerfal peace, 


Ta 
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To thee, Mankind their foft repofe muft owe, 
For thou alone that bleffing canft beftow ; 
Becaufe the brutal bufinefs of the War 

Is managd by thy dreadful Servant’s care : 
Who oft retires from fighting fields, to prove 
The pleafing pains of thy eterna! Love: 

And panting on thy breaft, tupincly lies, bees 
While with thy heavenly form he feed: his famita’d 
Sucksin with open lips, thy balmy breath, (death. 
By turns reftord to life, and plung’d in pleafing 
There while thy curling limbs about him move, 
Involv'd and fetter’d in the links of Love, 

When withing all, he nothing can deny, 

Thy Charms in that aufpicious moment try 5 
With winning eloquence our peace implore, 


And quiet to the weary World reftore. 


E 4 LUCRE-. 
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LUCRETIUS 


The beginning of the Second Book. 
Suave Mari magno, &c. 


TT" pleafant,fafely tobehold fromfbore ide 
The rowling Ship ; and hear the Tempeft 
Not that anothers pain is our delight 5 

But pains unfelt produce the pleafing fight, 

‘Tis pleafant alfo to behold from far 

The moving Legions mingled in the War: 

But much more {weet thy lab’ring fteps to guide, 
To Vertues beights, with wifdom well fupply d, 
And all the Magezins of Learning fortifi'd : 
From thence ta look below on humane kind, 
Bewilder’d in the Maze of Life, and blind; 

To {ee vain fools ambitioufly contend 

For Wit and Pow'r; their loft endeavours bend 


T’out- 
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T'outfhine eachother, watte their time and health, 

In fearch of honour, and purfuit of wealth, 

O wretched man! in what a mift of Life, 

Inclos’d with dangers and with noifie ftrife, 

He {pends his little Span: And overfeeds 

His cramm'd defires, with more than nature needs; 

For Nature wifely ftints our appetite, 

And craves no more than undifturb’d delight 5 

Which minds unmix’d with cares, and fears,obtain; 

A Soul ferene, a body void of pain. 

So little this corporeal frame requires 5 

So bounded are our natural defires, 

That wanting all, and fetting pain afide, 

With bare privation, fence is fatisfird. 

If Golden Sconces hang not on the Walls, 

To light the coftly Suppers and the Balls; 

Ifthe proud Palace fhines not with the {tate 

Of burnifh’d Bowls, and of refle&ted Plate, 
if 
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If wel! tun’d Harps, nor the more pleafing found 
Of Voices, from the vaulted roofs rebound, 
Yet on the grafs beneath a poplar fhade 

By the cool ftream, our carelefs limbs are lay‘d, 
With cheaper pleafures innocently bleft, 

When the warm Spring with gawdy flow'rs is dreft- 
Nor will the rageing Feavours fire abate, 
With Golden Canopies and Beds of State : 

Bat the poor Patient will as foon befound, 
On the hard mattrefs, orthe Mother ground. 
Then fince our Bodies are noteas’d the more 
By Birth, cr Pow’r, or Fortunes wealthy ftore, 
Tis plain, thefe ufele toyes of every kind 

As little can relieve the lab’ring mind: 

UnlefS we cou’d fuppofe the dreadful fight 

Of marfhall'd Legions moying to the fight 
Cowd with their found, and terrible array 


y5 
Expel our fears, and drive thethaughts of death as 


But 
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Bur, fince the fuppofition vain appears, 

Since clinging cares, and trains of inbred fears, 

Arenot with foundsto be affrighted thence, 

But in the midft of Pomp purfue the Prince, 

Not aw’d by arms, but in the prefence bold, 

Without refpectto Purple, or to Gold 5 

Why fhoud not we thcfe pageantries defpife 5 

Whofe worth but in our want of reafon lies ? 

For life is all in wandring errours led 5 

And juft as Children are furpriz’d with dread, 

And tremble in the dark, fo riper years 

Ev’n in broad day light are poffeft with fears : 

And fhake at fhadows fanciful and vain, 

As thofe which inthe breafts of Children reign. 

Thefe bugbears of the mind, this inward Hell, 

No rayes of outward funfhine can difpel 5 

But nature and right reafon, muft difplay Austin 

Their beames abroad, and bring the darkfome foul 
Tran 
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TRANSLATION 


OF THE 


Latter Part of the Third Book 


LUCRETIUS: 


Againft the Fear of Death. 


WwW" has this Bugbear death to frighten 
Man, | 


If Souls can die, as well as Bodies can? 

For, as before our Birth we felt no pain 

When Punique arms infefted Land and Mayn, 
When Heav’n and Earth were in confufion hurl’d 
For the debated Empire of the World, 

Which aw’d with dreadful expectation lay , 

Sure to be Slaves, uncertain who thou’d {way : 


So, 





ee 
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So, when our mortal frame hall be disjoyn’d, 
The lifelefS Lump, uncoupled from the mind, 
From fenfe of grief and pain we hall be frees 
We thall not feel, becaufe we fhall not Be. 
Though Earth in Seas,and Seasin Heav’n were loft, 
VVe fkou’d not move, we only fhou d be toft. 
Nay, ev'n fuppofe when we have fuffer’d Fate, 
The Soul cou’d feel in her divided ftate, 
VVhats that to us, for we are only we 
VVhile Souls and bodies in one frame agree? 
Nay, tho’ our Atoms {hou’d revolve by chance, 
And matter leape into the former dance; 

Tho’ time our Life and motion cou’d reftore, 
And make our Bodies what they were before, 
VVhat gain to us wov'd all this buftle bring, 
The new made man wou'd be another thing 3 
VVhen once an interrupting paufe is made, 


That individual Being is decay’d. 
We 
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We, who are dead and gone, fhall bear no part 

In all the pleafures, nor thall feel the {mart, 

Which to that other Mortal thall accrew, 

Whom of our Matter Time thall mould anew. 

For backward if you look, on that long fpace 

Of Ages paft, and view the changing face 

Of Matter, toft arfd varioufly combin’d 

In fundry fhapes, *tis eafie for the mind 

From thence t’ infer, that Seeds of things have been 

In the fame order as they now are feen : 

Which yet our dark remembrance cannot trace, 

Becaufe a paufe of Life, a gaping {pace 

Has come betwixt, where memory lies dead, 

And all the wandring motions from the fence 
are fled. 

For who {oe’re hall in misfortunes live 


Mutt Be, when thofe misfortunes fhall arrive 3 


And 
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And fince the Man who Is not, feels not woe. 
(For death exempts him, and wards off the blow, 
Which we, the living, only feel and bear ) 
What is there left for us in death to fear ? 
When once that paufe of life has come between, 
‘Tis juft the fame as we had never been. 

And therefore if a Man bemoan his lot, 

That after death his mouldring limbs (hall rot, 
Or flames, or jaws of Beafts devour his Ma, 
Know he’s an unfincere, unthinking Ais, 

A fecret Sting remains within his mind, 

The fool is to his own caft offals kind ; 

He boafts no fenfe can after death remain, 

Yet makes himfelf a part of life again: 


OMUAS 


Asif fome other He could feel the pain. 
If, while he live, this thought moleft his head, 
What Wolf or Vulture thall devour me dead, 
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He watts his days in idle grief, nor can 

Diftinguith ‘twixt the Body and the Man: 

But thinks himfelf can ftill himfelf furvive 5 

And what when dead he feels not, feels alive. 

Then he repines that he was born to die, 

Nor knows in death there,is no other He, 

No living He remains his grief to vent, 

And o’re his fenfelefs Carcafs to lament. 

If after death ‘tis painful tobe torn 

By Birds and Beafts then why not fo to burn, 

Or drench’d in floods of honey to be foak'd, 

Imbalm’d to be at once preferv’d and choak’d 5 

Or on an ayery Mountains top to lie 

Expos’d to cold and Heav’ns inclemency, 

Or crowded in a Tomb to be oppreft 

With Monumental Marble on thy breaft 2 

But to be {natch’d from all thy houthold joys 

From thy Chaft Wife, and thy dear prattlirig boys» 
Whole 
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Whole little arms about thy Legs are catt 
And climbing for a Kifs prevent their Mothers haft, 
Infpiring fectet pleafure thro’ thy Brealft, 
All thefe fhall be no more: thy Friends oppreft, 
Thy Care and Courage now no more {hall free : 
Ah Wretch, thou cry’{t, ah! miferable me, 
One woful day fweeps children, friends, and wife, 
And all the brittle bleflings of my life! 
Add one thing more, and all thou fay'ft is trues 
Thy wantand with of them is vanith'd too, 
Which well confider'd were a quick relief, 
To allthy vain imaginary grief. 
For thou (halt fleep and never wake again, 
Aad quitting life, fhall quit thy living pain. 
But we thy friends fhall all thofe forrows find, 
W lich in forgetful death thou leav'{t behind, 
N.» time fhall dry our tears, nor drive thee _— 
our mind. 
e Th, 
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The worft that cam befall thee, meafur'd right, 
Isa found flumber, and a long good night. 
Yet thus the fools, that would be thought the Wits, 
Difturbtherr mirth with melancholy fits, 
When healths go round, and kindty brimmers flow, 
Till thefreth Garlands on their’forcheads glow, 
They whine, and cry, let us make hafte to live, 
Short are the joys that humane Life can give. 
Eternal Preachers, that corrupt the draught, 
And pall the God that neverthinks, with thoughts 
Ideots with all that thonght, co whom the worlt 
Of death, is want ofdrink,and endlefs thirft, 
Or any fond defire as vain as thefe. 
For ev’ninfleep, the body wrapt in eafe, 
Supinely lies, as in the peacefal grave, 
And wanting nothing, nothing can it crave. 
Were that found fleep eternal it were death, 
Yet the firft Atoms then, the feeds of breath 

Are 
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Are moving near to fenfe, wedo but fhake 

And rouze that fen, and ftraight we are awake. 
Then death to us, and deaths anxiety 

Is lefS than nothing, ifa lefs cou’d be. 

For then onr Atoms, which in order lay, 

Are fcatter’d from their heap, and puff'd away, 
And never can retarn isto their place, 

When ance the panfe of Life has left an empty {pace. 
And laft, fuppofe Great Natures Voice fhou’d call 
To thee, or me, or asty of us all, 

What doft thou mean, ungrateful wretch,thou vain, 
Thou mortal thing, thus idly to complain, 

And figh and fob, that thou fhalt be no more ? 
For if thy life were pleafant heretofore, 

If all the bounteous bleffings I cou’d give 

Thou haft enjoy'd, if thou haft known to live, é 
And pleafure not leak’d thro’ thee like a Seive, 


F 2 Why 
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Why doft thou not give thanks as at a plenteous 

aa (thy reft 2 
Cram’d to the throat with life, and rife and take 
Eut if my bleffings thou haft thrown away, 
If indigefted joys pafs‘d thro’ and wou’d not ftay , 
VVby doft thou with for more to fquander {till 2 
If Lifebe grown a load, a reaf ilf, 
AndI wou'd all thy cares and labours end, 
Lay dewnthy burden fool, and know thy friend. 
To pleafe thee I have empti’d all my ftore, 
[ can invent, and can fupply no more 5 ¢ 
But run the round again,the round I ran before. 
Suppofe thou art not broken yet with years, 
Yet ftilf the felf fame Scene of things appears, 
And wow be ever, coud’ft thou ever live 3 
For lifeis {till but Life,there’s nothing new to give. 
VVhatcan we plead againft fo jufta Bill ? 
VVe ftand convicted,and our caufe goes ill. 

Bat 
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But if a wretch, a manoppreft by fate, 

Shou’d beg of Nature to prolong his date, 

She {peaks aloud to him with more difdain, 

Be ftill thou Martyr fool, thou covetous of pain. 

Butif an old decrepit Sot lament; 

VVhat thou (She eryes) who haft outliv’d content! 

Doft thou complain, who haft enjoy’d my ftore ? 

Bat this is {till th’ effect of withing more / 

Unfatisfy’d with all that Nature brings 5 

Loathing the prefent, liking abfent things 

From heuce it comes thy vain defires at ftrife 

VVithin themfelves, have tantaliz’d thy Life, 

And ghaftly death appear’d before thy fight (light. 

E’re thou hadft gorg’d thy Soul, & fences with de- 

Now leave thofe joys unfuiting to thy age, 

To a frefh Comer, and refign the Stage. 

Is Nature to be blam'd if thus fhe chide ? 

Nofure 5 for ‘tis her bufinefs to provide, 
Againtt 
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Againft this ever changing Frames decay, 
New things to come, and old to pafs away. 

One Being worn, another Being makes 5 

Chang’d but not loft 5 for Nature gives and takes ; 
New Matter muff be found for things to come, 
And thefe muft wafte like thofe,and follow Natures 
All things, like thee have time torife and ae 
And from each others ruin are begot5 

For life is not confin’d to him or thee ; 
°Tis giv'n to all for ufe 3 to none for Property. 
Confider former Ages paft and gone, 

Whofe Circles ended long e’re thine begun, 

Then tell me Fool, what part in them thou haft ? 
Thus may'ft thou judge the future by the paft. 
What horrour (eeft thou in that quiet fate, 

What Bugbear dreams to fright thee after Fate ? 
No Ghoft, no Gobblins, that {till paflage keep, 
But all is there ferene, in that eternal {Jeep. 


For 
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For all the difmal Tales that Poets tell, 
Areverify’d on Earth, and notin Hell. 

No Tastalus looks up with fearful eye, Chigh: 
Or dreadsth’impending Rock to crufh him from on 
But fear of Chance on earth difturbs our eafie hours: 
Or vain imagiad wrath, of vain imagind Pow'rs. 
No Tityws torn by Vultures lies in Hell 5 

Nor cou’d the Lobes of his rank liver {well 

To that prodigious Mafs for their eteraal meal. 


Nine f{preading Acres, or nine thoufand more ; 


Not tho’ his monftrous bulk had coverd o’re 


Not tho’ the Globe of carth had been the Gyants 


(Ctloor. 
Nor in eternal torments cou’d he lie 3 


Nor cou’d his Corps fufficient food fupply. 


"But he’s the Tityus, who by Love oppreft, 
Or Tyrant Paffion preying on his breaft, ¢ 


And ever anxious thoughts isrobb’d of reft. 


F 4 The 
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The Sifiphas is he, whom noife and ftrife 

Seduce from all the foft retreats of life, 

To vex the Government, difturb the Laws, 

Drunk with the Fumes of popular applaufe, 

He courts the giddy Crowd to make him great , 

And {weats & toils in vain, to mount the fovereign 

For ftill toaim at pow’r, and {till to fail, _ 

Ever to {trive and never to prevail, 

VVhat is it, but in reafons true account 

To heave the Stone againft the rifing Mount 5 

Which urg’d,and labour’d,and force’d up with pair, 

Recoils &,row|s impetuous down,and fmoaks along 

Then {till to treat chy ever craving a a 

With ev’ry bleffling, and of ev'ry kind, 

Yet never fill thy rav’ning appetite, 

Though years and feafons vary thy delight, 

Yet nothing to be feen of all the ftore, 

But {till the VVolf within thee barks for mores 
This 
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This is the Fables moral, which they tell 

Of fifty foolifh Virgins damn’d in Hell 

To leaky Veffels, which the Liquor fpill; 

To Veffels of their Sex, which none cou’d ever fill 
As for the Dog, the Furies, aad their Snakes, 
The gtoomy Caverns, and the burning Lakes, 
And all the vain infernal-trumpery, 

They neither are, nor were, nor e’re can be. 
But here on Earth the guilty have in view 

The mighty pains to mighty mifchiefs due : 
Racks, Prifons, Poifons, the Tarpeian Rock, 
Stripes, Hangmen, Pitch, and fuffocating Smoak, 
And laft, and moft, if thefe were caft behind, 
Th’ avenging horrour of a Confcious mind, 
Whofe deadly fear anticipates the blow, 

And fees no end of Punifhment and woe : 

But looks for more, at the laft gafp of breath : 
This makes an Hell on Earth, and Life a death). 


Mean 
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Mean time, when thoughts of death difturb thy 
head 5 

Confider, Amcus great and good is deads 

Ancus thy better far, was born to die, 

And thou, doft thou bewail mortality ? 

So many Monarchs withtheir mighty State, 

Who rul’'d the World, -were overruld by fate. 

That haughty King, who Lorded o’re the Main, 

And whofe {tupendous Bridge did the wild Waves 
re(train, 

(In vain they foam’d, in vain thy threatned wreck, 

While his proud Legions march’d upon their back:) 

Him death, a greater Monarch, overcame 

Nor {par'd his guardsthe more, for their immortal 
name. 

The Roman chief, the Carthaginian dread, 

Scipio the Thunder Bolt of War is dead, f 

And like acommon Slave, by fate in triumph led. 

The 
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The Founders of invented Arts are loft; 
And Wits who made Eternity their boaft; 
Where now is Homer who pofleft the Throne? 
Th’ immortal Work remains, the mortal Author's 
gone. 
Democritus perceiving age invade, 
His Body weakn’d, and his mind decay’d, 
Obey’d the f{ummons with a chearful face ; ; 
Made haft to welcom death, and met him half the 
That ftroke, ev'’n Epicures cou’d not bar, 
Though hein Wit furpafs’d Mankind, as far s 
As doesthe midday Sun, the midnight Star. ) 
And thou, doft thou difdain to yield thy breath, 
Whofe very life is little more than death 2 
More than one half by Lazy Lleep poffelt 5 
And when awake, thy Soul but nods at belt , 
Day-Dreams and fickly thoughts revolving in 
thy breatk, 
Eternal 
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Eternal troubles haunt thy anxious mind, 

Whofe caufe and cure thou never hop’ft to find; 

But {till uncertain, with thy felf at ftrife, 

Thou wander’{t in the Labyrinth of Life. 

O, if the foolifh race of man, who find 

A weigh: of cares {till prefling on their mind, 

Cou’d find as well the caufe of this unreft, 

And all this burdenlodg'd within the breaft, 

Sure they wou'd change their courfe; nor live as 
now, 

Uncertain what to wifh or what to vow, 

Uneafie both in Countrey and in Town, 

They fearch a place to Jay their burden down, 

One reftlefs in his Palace, walks abroad, 

And vainly thinks to leave behind the load. 

But ftraight returns; for he’s as reftlefs there 5 


And finds ttere’s no relief in open Air, 


Ano- 
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Another to his Villa wou'd retire, 

And {purs as hard as if it were on fires; 

No fooner enter’d at his Country door, 

But he beginsto ftretch, and yawn, and {nore ‘ 
Or feeks the City which he left before. 

Thus every man o're works his weary will, 

To fhun himfelf, and to fhake off his ill; 

The fhaking Fit returns and hangs upon him nin 
No rrofpe& of repofe, nor hope of eafe 5 

The Wretch is ignorant of his difeafe 5 

Which known wou’d all hisfruitlefs trouble (pares 
For he wou’d know the World not worth his care: 
Then woud he fearch more deeply for the caufe; 
And ftudy Nature well, and Natures Laws: 
For in this moment lies not the debate ; 

But on our future, fix’d, Eternal State ; 

That never changing ftate which all muft keep 
Whom Death has doom’d toeverlafting fleep, 


Why 
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Why are we then fo fondof mortal Life, 

Befet with dangers and maintain’d with ftrife. 

A Life which all our care can never fave; 

One fate attends us; and one common Grave. 

Befides we tread but a perpetual round, 

We nere {trike out; but beat the former ground 

And the fame Maukith joyes in the fame track a 

found. 

For ftill we think an abfent bleffing beft; 

Which cloys, and is no bleffling when pofieft 5 ‘ 

A new arifing-wilh expellsit from the Breatt. 

The Feav'rifh thir of Life increafes ftil ; 

We call for more and more and never haveour 4ll: 

Yet know not what to morrow we fhall ery, 

VVhat dregs of life in the laft draught. may he. 

Nor, by the longeft life we can attain 5 

One moment from the length of death we gain 5 

For all behind belongs to his Eternal reign. 
VVhen 
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VVhen once the Fates have cut the mortal Thred, 
The Manas muehto all intentsis dead, 

VVho dyes to day, and will as long be fo, 

As he who dy’d a thoufand years ago. 


LUC RE- 
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LUCRETIUS 
The Fourth Book. 


Concerning the Nature of Love ; 


Beginning at this Line, 
Sic igitur, Veneris qui telis accipit tum, 8c. 


Hus therefore, he who feelsthe Fiery dart 
Of {trong defire transfix his amorous heart, 

V Vhether fome beautzous Boys alluring face, 
Or Lovelyer Maid with unrefifted Grace, 
From her each part the winged arrow fends, 
From whence he firft was ftruck, he thither tends3 
Reftlefs he roams, impatient to be freed, 
And eager to inject the {prightly feed. 
For fierce defire doesall his mind employ, 


Andardent Love affures approaching joy. 
{uch 
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Such is the nature of that pleafing {marr, 
Whofe burning drops diftil upon the heart, 
The Feaver of the Soul (hot from the fair, 
And the coid Ague of fucceeding care. 
If abfen:, her Idea {till appears 5 
And her {weet nameis chiming inyour ears: 
But firive thofe pleating fantomes to remove, 
And fhun th’ dcrialinazes of Love3 
That feed the flume: When one moleftsthy mind 
Difcharge thy loyns on ail the leaky kind 5 
Forthats a wifer way than to reftrain 
Within thy {welling nerves, that hoard of pain. 
For every hour fome deadlier fymptom fhows, 
And by delay the gath’ring venom grows, 
When kindly applications are not us'd 5 
The Viper Love muft onthe wound be bruis’d : 
On that one object ’tis not-fate to ftay, 
But force the tide of thought fome other way -¢ 

G Tie 
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The fquander’d Spirits prodigally throw, 

And in the common Glebe of Nature fow. 

Nor wants he all the blifs, that Lovers feign, 
Who takes the pleafure, and avoids the pain 5 
For purer joys in purer health abound, 

And Icis affect the fickly than tie {cund, 

When Love its utmoft vigour does imploy, 
Ev’nthen, ’tis buta reftlefs wandring joy: 
Nor knowsthe Lover, in that wild excefs, 

With handsor eyes, what firft he wou’d poffels : 
But ftrainsat all 5 and faft’ning where he ftrains, 
Too clofely preffes with his frantique pains - 
With bitcing kiffes hurts the twining fair, 

Which fhews his joyes imperfect, unfincere = 
For Gung with inward rage, he flings around, 
And ftrives t? avenge the fmart on that which gave 


the wound. 


But 
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But love thofe eager bitings does reftrain, 

And mingling pleafure mollifies the pain. 

For ardent hope ftill flatters anxious grief , 

And fends him to his Foe to feek relief : 

Which yet the nature of the thing denies 5 

For Love, and Love alone of all our joyes 

By full poffeffion does but fan the fire, 

The more we ftill enjoy, the more we {till defire, 

Nature for meat, and drink provides a {pace 5 

And when receiv’d they fill their certain place 3 

Hence thirft and hunger naay be fatistid, 

But this repletion is to Love deny’d : 

Form, feature, colour, whatfoe’re delight 

Provokes the Lovers endlefs appetite, 

Thefe fill no fpace, nor can we thence remove 

With Ifps, or hands, or all our inftruments of love : 

In our deluded grafp we nothing find, 

But thin aerial (hapes, that fleet before the mind. 
G 2 A: 
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Ashe who in a dream with drought is curft, 

And finds no real drink to quench his thirft , 
Runs toimagin’d Lakes his heat to fteep, 

And vainly (wills and labours in his fleep ; 

So Love with fantomes cheats our longing eyes, 
Which hourly feeing never {atisfies 5 

Our hands pull nothing fromthe parts they ftrain, 
But wander o’re the lovely limbsin vain :. 

Nor when the Youthful pair more cloffely joyn, 
When hands in hands they lock,and thighs in thighs 


Juft in the raging foam of full defire, (they twine 


When both prefs on, both murmur, both expire, 

They gripe, they {queeze, their humid tongues 
they dart, 

As each woud force their way to t’others heart: 

In vain 5 they only cruze about the coaft, 

For bodies cannot pierce, nor be in bodies loft: 

As furethey ftrive to be, when both engage, 


in that tumultuous momentany rage, So 
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So *tangled in the Nets of Love they lie, 

Till Man diffolves in that excefs of joy. 

Then, when the gather’d bag has burft its way, 

And ebbing tydes the flacken’d nervs betray, 

A paufe enfues; and Nature nods a while, 

Till with recruited rage new Spirits boil 5 

And then the fame vain violence returns, 

With flames renew’d th’ erected furnace burns. 

Agen they in each other wou'd be loft, 

But {till by adamantine bars are croft 5 

All wayes they try, fucceffelefs all they prove, 

Tocure the fecret fore of lingring love. 

Befides —— 

Tkey wafte their ftrength in the venereal ftrife, 

And to a Womans willenflave their life 5 

Th’ Eftate runs out, and mortgages are made, 

All Offices of friendfaip are decay'd 5 ¢ 

Their fortune ruin’d, and their fame betray‘d. 
G3 Afirjain 
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Afjrian Oyntment from their temples flows, 

And Diamond Buckles fparkle at their fhooes. 
The chearful Emerald twinkles on their hands, 
With all the luxury of foreign lands : 

And the blew Coat that with imbroid’ry fhines, 

Is drunk with fweat of their o’re labour'd loyns. 
Their frugal Fathers gains they mif-employ, 

And turn to Point, and Pearl, and ev’ry female toy. 
French fafhions, eoftly treats are their delight ; 
The Park by day, and Plays and Balls by night. 

In vain: —— 

For 10 the Fountain where their Sweets are fought, 
Some bitter bubbles up, and poifons all the draught. 
Firlt guilty Confcience does the mirrour bring, 
Then fharp remorfe (hoots out her angry fting, 
And anxious thoughts within themfelves at {trife, 


Upbraid the long mifpent, luxurious life. 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps the fickle fair One proves unkind, 

Or drops a doubrful word, that pains his mind 5 

And leavs a ranckling jealoufie behind. 

Perhaps he watches clofs her amorous eyes, 

And in the act of ogling does furprife 5 

And thinks he {ees upon her cheeks the while, 

The dimpled tracks of fome foregoing {mile 5 

His raging Pulfc beats thick, and his pent Spirits 
boyl. 

This is the produ& ev’n of profp'rous Love, 

Think then what pangs difaftrous paffions prove} 

Innumerable Ills; difdain, defpair, 

With a)l the meager Family of Care- 

Thus, asI faid, *tis better to prevent, 

Than flatter the Difeafe, and late repent ; 

Becaufe to fhun th’ allurement is not hard, 


To minds refolv'd, forewarn’d, and well prepar'd: 


Rut 
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But wond’rous difficult, when once befet, 
To ftruggle thro’ the ftreights, and break th’ invol- 
ving Net. 
Yet thus infnar’d thy freedom thou may’ft gain, 
If, like a fool, thou doft not hug thy chain 5 
If not to ruin obftinately blind, 
And willfully endeavouring not to find, ¢ 
Her plain defects of Body and of mind. 
For thus the Bedlam train of Lovers ufe, 
T? inhaunce the value, and the faults excufe. 
Amd therefore ‘tis no wonder if we fee 
They doat on Dowdyes, and Deformity : 
Ev’n what they cannot praife, they will not blame, 
But veil with fome extenuating name: 
The Sallow Skin is for the Swarthy put, 
And love can make a Slattern of a Slut: 
If Cat-ey'd, then a Pallas is their love, 
If freckled the’sa party-colour’d Dove. 
if 
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If little, then fhe’s life and foul all o’re: 
An Amazon, the large two handed Whore. 
She ftammers, oh what grace in lifping lies, 
If the fayes nothing, to be fure the’s wife. 
If thrill, and with a voice to drown a Quire, 
Sharp wirted fhe muft be, and fullof fire, 
Thelean,confumptive Wench with coughs decay’d, 
Iscall’d a pretty, tight, and (lender Maid. 
Th’ o’re grown, agoodly Ceres is expreft, 
A bed-fellow for Bacchus at the leaft. 
Flat Nofe the name of Satyr never miffes, 
And hanging blobber lips, but pout for kiffes. 
The task were endlefs all the reft to trace: 
Yet grant fhe were a Vers for her face, 
And fhape, yet others equal beauty fhare 5 
And time was you con'd live without the fair: 
She does no more, in that for which you woo, 
Then homelier women full as well can do. 
Re 
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Befides fhe daubs, and ftinks fo much of pamt, 
Her own Attendants cannot bear the {cents 

But laugh behind , and bite their lips to hold 5 
Mean time excluded, and expos’d to cold, 

The whining Lover ftands before the Gates , 

And there with humble adoration waites : 
Crowning with flow’ the threfhold and the floor, 
And printing kiffes on th? obdurate door : 

Who if admitted in that nick of tirie, 

Iffome urfav’ry Whiff, betray tle crime, 
Invents a quarrel ftratght, iftherek none, 

Or makes fome faint excufes to be go.1e: 

And calls himfelf a doating fool to fe ve, 
Afcribing more than Woman can defer ve. 

Which well they underftand like cunning Queans3 
And hide their naftinefs behind the Scenes. 

From him they have allur’d, and woud retain, 
But to a peircing eye, ‘tis all in vain : 


For 
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For common fenfe brings all their cheats to view, 
And the falfelight difcovers by the true: 
Which a wife Harlot owns, and hopes to find 
A pardon for defeéts, thatrun thro’ all the kind. 
Nor alwayes do they feign the fweets of Love, 
When round the panting Youth their pliant limbs 
they move; 
And cling, and heave, and moiften ev'ry kifs, 
They often fhare, and more than (hare the biifs: 
From every part, ev’n to their inmoft Soul, 
They feel the trickling joyes, and run with vigour 
to the Goal. 
Stirr’d with the fame impetuous defire Poe 
Birds, Beafts, and Herds, and Mares, their Males re- 
Becaufe the throbbing Nature in their veins 
Provokes them to af{wage their kindly pains : 
The lufty leap th’ expecting Female ftands, 
By mutual heat compell’d to mutual Bands. 
They 
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Thus Dogs with lolling Tongues by love are ty’d 


Nor fhouting boys,nor blowstheir unioncan divide: 

At either end they ftrive the linck to loofe; 

In vain, for ftronger Vexus holds the noofe. 

Which never wou’d thofe wretchedLovers do, 

But that the common heatsof Love they know y 

The pleafure therefore muft be thar’d in common 3 

tco. 

And when the Womaas more prevailing juice 

Sucks inthe mans, the mixture will produce 

The Motherslikenefs 3 when the man prevails, 

His own refemblance in the feed he Seals, 

But when we fee the new begotten race 

Reflect the features of each Parents face, 

Then of the Fathers and the Mothers blood, 

The ju(tly temper’d feed is underftood : 

When both confpire, with equal ardour bent, 

From every limb the due proportion fent, 
When 
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When neither party foils, when neither fold, 

This givesthe blended features of the Child. 

Sometimes the Boy, the Grandfires image bears 5 

Sometimes the more remote Progenitor he fhares; 

Becaufe the genial Atomes of the feed 

Lie long conceal'd e’re they exert the breed: 

_ And after fundry Ages paft, produce 

_ The tardy likenefs of the latent juice. 

Hence Families fuch different figures take, 

And reprefent their Anceftors in face and Hair, 
and make. 

Becaufe of the fame Seed, the voice, and hair, 

And fhape, and face, and other members are, 

And the fame antique mould the likenefs — 
prepare. 

Thus oft the Fathers likenefs does prevail 


In Females, and the Mothers in the Male. 


for 
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For fince the feed is ofa double kind. 

From that where we the moft refemblance find, 
We may conclude the ftrongeft tinGure fent, 
And that was in conception prevalent. 

Nor can the vain decrees of Pow’rs abuve , 
Deny produ@tion tothe ac&t of Love, 

Or hinder Fathers of that happy name, 

Or with a barren Womb the Matron (hame 3 
Asmany think, who ftain with Vidims Blood 
The mournful Altars, and with incenfe load : 
To blefs the thow’ry feed with future Life, 
And to impregnate the well labour’d Wife. 

In vain they weary Heav’n with Prayer, or fly 
To Oracles, or Magique numbers try : 

For barrennefs of Sexes will proceed. 

Either from too Condensd, or watry feed 3 
The watry juice too foon diffolves away, 


And in the parts projected will not ftay 5 


The 
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The too Condens'd, unfould, unwieldly maf 
Drops fhort, nor carries to the deftin’d places 
Nor pierces to the parts,nor,though injected home, 
Will mingle with the kindly moifture ofthe womb, 
For Nuptials are unlike in their fuccefs, 
Some men, with fruitful feed fome Women blefs3 
And from fome men fome Women fruitful are 5 
Juft as their conftitutions joyn or jarr : 
And many, feeming barren Wives have been, 
Who, after match’d with more prolifique men, 
Have fill’d a Family with pratling boyes: 
And many not fupply’d at home with joys, 
Have found a friend abroad, to eafe their fmare, 
And to perform the Saplcfs Husbands part. 
So much it does import, that teed with feed 
Shou’d of the kindly mixture make the breed: 
And thick with thio,and thin with thickfhou'djoyn, 
So to produce and propagate the Line. 

Of 
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Of fuch concernment toois Drink and food, 





T°incraffate, or attenuate the blood. 
Of like importanceis the pofture too, 
In which the genial feat of Love we do: 
For as the Females of the four foot kind, 
Receive the leapings of their Males behinds 
So the good Wives, with lois uplifted high, 
And leaning on thejr hands the fruitful ftroke 
may try : 
For in that pofture will they beft conceive: 
Not when fupinely laid they frisk and heave 5 
For active motions only break the blow, 
And more of Strumpets than of Wivesthey fhow; 
When an{wering ftroke with ftroke, the —s 
liquors flow. 
Endearments eager, and too brisk a bound, 
Throws off the Plow-fhare from the furrow’d 
ground. 
But 
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But common Harlots in conjunction heave, 
Becaufe ’tis lefs their bufine{s to conceive 

Than to delight, and to provoke the deed; 

A trick which honeft Wives but {little need. 

Nor is it from the Gods, or Cupids dart, 

That many a homely Woman takes the heart; 

But Wives well humour’d, dutiful, and chafte, 
And clean, will hold their wandringHusbands 8 
Such are the links of Love, and fucha Love will 
For what remains, long habitude, and ufe, — 
Will kindnefs in domeftick Bands produce : 
For Cuftome will a {trong imprefiion leave 5 
Hard bodies, which the lighteft ftroke receive, 
In Jength oftime, will moulderand decay, 


And ftones with drops of rain are wath’d away. 


H LUCKE- 
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From LUCRETIUS 
Book the Fifth. 


Tum porrd puer, &c. 


TT Hus like a Sayler by the Tempeft hurld 
A fhore, the Babe is fhipwrack’d on the 


World : 
Naked he lies, and ready to expire; 
Helplefs of all that humane wants require : 
Expos’d upon unhofpitable Earth, 
From the firft moment of his haplefs Birth, 
Straight with forebodeing cryes he fills the Room 5 
(Too true prefages of his future doom. ) 
Bur Flocks, and Herds, and every Savage Beaft 
By more indulgent Nature are increas‘d. 


They 
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They want no Rattles for their froward mood, 
Nor Nurfe to reconcile them to their food, 

With broken words 5 nor Winter blafts they fear 
Nor change their habits with the changing year : 
Nor, for their fafety, Citadels prepare 5 

Nor forge the wicked Inftrumeuts of War: 
Unlabour’d Earth her bounteous treafure grants, 
And Nature's lavith hands fupplies their common 


wants, 





H 2 THEOCRIT. 
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T beocrit. Idyllinm the 18th. 
THE 


EPITHALAMIUM 
OF 


HELEN and MENELAUS. 


Ty WelveSpartazV irgins,noble,young,and fair, 


Wich Violet wreaths adorn’d their flow- 
ing hair 5 
And tothe pompous Palace did refort, 
Where Menelaxs kept his Royal Court. 
There band in hand a comcly Quire they led ; 
To fing a blefling to his Nuptial Bed, 
Which curious Needles wrought, and painted 


flowers befpred. 


Foves 
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Foves beaateous Daughter now his bride mult be, 

And Jove himfclf was lefs a God than he: 

For this their artful hands inftrud the Lute to found 

Their feet affift their hands and juitiy beat the 
ground. 

This was their fong : Why happy Bridegroom,why 

E’re yet the Stars are kindl'd in the Skie, 

F're twilight fhades, or Evening dews are fhed, 

Why doft thou {teal fo foon away to Bed ? 

Has Somnus bruth’d thy Eye-lids with his Rod, 

Or cotny Legs refufe to bear their Load, 

With flowing bowles of a more generous God? 

If gentle flamber on thy Temples creep, 

(Bur naughty Man thou doft not mean to fleep) 

Betake thee to thy Bed thou drowzy Drone, 

Sleep by thy felf and leave thy Bridealonc: 

Go leave her with her Maiden Mates to play 


At {ports more harmlefs, till the break of day : 
Give 
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Give us this Evening 5 thou haft Morn and Night, 
And all the year before thee, for delight. 

O happy Youth/ tothee among the crowd 

OF Rival Princes, Cupid {neez'd aloud 5 

And every lucky Ovex {ent before, 

To meet thee landing on the Spartan fhore. 

Of all our Heroes thou canft boaft alone, 

That Jove, when e’re he Thunders, calls thee Son: 
Betwixt two Sheets thou fhalt enjoy her bare 5 
With whom no Grecian Virgin can compare: E 
So fof:, fo fweet, fo balmy, and fo fair. 

A boy, like thee, would make a Kingly kne- 
Butoh, a Girl, like her, muft be divine. 

Her equals, we, in years, but not in face, 

Twelve fcore Virage's of the Spartan Race, 
While naked to Eurcta’s banks we bend, 


And therein manly exercife contcnd, 


When 
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When fhe appears, are all éclips’d and loft ; 
And hide the beauties that we made our boaft. 
So, when the Night, and Winter diiappear, 
The Purple morning rifing with the year 
Salutes the f{pring, as her Celeftial eyes 

Adorn the World, and brighten allthe Skies : 
So beauteous Helen fhines among the reft, 

Tall, flender; ftraight, with all the Graces bieft: 
As Pines the Mountains, or as fields the Corn, 
Or as Thefalian Steeds the raceadorn : 

So Rofie colour’d Helen is the pride 

Of Lacedemon, and of Greece befide, 

Like her no Nymph can willing Ozyers bend 
In basket works,which painted {treaks commend: 
With Pallas in the Loomb fhe may contend. 
But none, ah none can animate the Lyre, 
And the mute ftrings with Vocal Soul infpire, 


VVhether 
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Whether the Learn’d Minerva be her Theam, 
Or chaft Diaza bathing in the Stream; 

None can record their Heavenly praife fo well 
As Helen, in whofe eyes ten thoufand Cupids dwell. 
O fair, GO Graceful! yet with Maids inroll‘d, 
But whom to morrows Suna Matron fhall behold: 
Yet e’re to morrows Sun fhall thow his head, 
Tke dewy paths of meadows we will tread, 

For Crowns and Chaplets to adorn thy head. 
VVhere all fhall weep, and with for thy return, 
As bleating Lambs their abfent mother mourn, 
Our Nobleft Maids fhall tothy name bequeath 
The boughs of Lotos,form’d in to a wreath. 

his Monument thy Maiden beauties due, 

High on a Plane tree thall be hung to view: 

On the {mooth rind the Paflenger fhall fee 

Thy Name ingrav'd 5 and worfhip Helens Tree: 


Balm 
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Balm, froma Silver box diftill’d around, (grounds 

Shall all bedew the roots and {cent the facred 

The balm, ‘tis true, can aged Plants prolong, 

But Helens name will keep it ever young. 

Hail Bride, hail Bridegroom, fon in Law to Jove / 

With fruitful joys, Latona blefs your Love ; 

Let Venus furnifh you with full defires, 

Add vigour to your willsand fuel to your fires : 

Almighty Jove augment your wealthy {tcre, 

Give much to you,and to his Grandfons more. 

From generous Loyns a generous race will {pring, 

Each Girl, like her,a Queen ; each Boy,like you, a 
King. 

Nowfleep if fleep you can 5 but while you reft, 

Steep clofe, with folded arms, and breaft to breaft. 

Rife in the morn ; but oh before you rife, 


Forget not to perform your morning Sacrifice. 


We 
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We will be with you e’re the crowing Cock 

Salutes the light, and ftruts before his feather'd 
Flock: 

Fymen, oh Hymen, to thy Triumphs run, 

And view tae mighty fpoils thou haft in Battle 


won, * 


Idjllium 
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Idyllinm the 234, 


THE 


Defpairing LOVER. 
Ith inaufpicious love, a wretched Swain 


\ \ Perfu’d the faireft Nimph ofall the Plain 5 


Faireft indeed, but prouder far than fair, 





She plung’d him hopelefs in a deep defpair - 
Her heavenly form too haughtily the priz’d, 
His perfon hated, and his Gifts defpis‘d: 

Nor knew the force of Cupids cruel darts, 
Nor fear’d his awful pow’r on humane hearts 5 
But either from her hopelefS Lover fled, 

Or with difdainful glances (hot him dead. 

No kifs, no look, to cheer the drooping Boy - 


No word fhe fpoke, fhe fCorn’d ev’n to deny. 


But 
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But as a hunted Panther cafts about 

( {cout, 
Her glaring cyes, and pricks her lift’ning ears to 
So fhe, to fhun his Toyls, her cares imploy’d, 
And fiercely in her favage freedom joy'd. ii 
Her mouth fhe writhd, her forehead taught to 
He eyes to {parkle fires to love unknown : 
Her fallow Cheeks her envious mind did fhow, 
And every feature fpoke alowd the curftnefs of 

a Shrew. 

Yet cou’d not he his obvious Fate efcape, 
His love ftill dreft her ina pleafing fhape: 
Andevery fullen frown, and bitter {cora 
But fann’d the fuel that too faft did burn. 
Long time, unequal te his mighty pain, 
He ftrove to curbit, but he {trove in vain: 
At laft his woes broke cut, and bege’d relief 


With tears, the dumb petitioners of grief. 


With 
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With Tears fo tender, as adorn’d his Love 5 

And any heart, but only hers wou’d move - 

Trembling before her bolted doors he ftood 5 

And there pour’d out th’ unprofitable flood: 

Staring his eyes, and haggard was his look 5 

Then kiffing firft the threfhold, thus he fpoke. 
Ab Nymph more cruel than of humane Race, 

Thy Tygrefs heart belies thy Angel Face: 

Too well thou fhow’ft thy Pedigree fram Stone 5 

Thy Grandames was the firft by Pyrrha thrown: 

Unworthy thou to be fo long defir’ds 

But fo my Love, and fo my fate requir'd. 

I beg not now (for ’tis in vain) to live; 

But take this gift, the laft that I can give. 

This friendly Cord hall foon decide the ftrife, 

Betwixt my ling’ring Love and loath(ome life; 

This moment puts an end to all my pain; 


I fhall no more defpair, nor theu dif/ain. 


lare- 
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Farewell ungrateful and unkind, I go 

Coademmn'd by thee to thofe fad fhades below. 

I «9 th’ extreameft remedy to prove, 

To drink Oblivion, and to drench my Love. 

J inere happily to lofe my long defires : 

But ab, what draught fodeep to quench my fires! 

Farewel ye never opening Gates, ye Stones 

And Threfho!ld guilty of my Midnight Moans 

What I have fuffer’d here ye know too well 5 

What I (hall do the Gods and I can tell. 

The Rofis fragrant, but it fades in time, 

The Violet fweet, but quickly paft the prime; 

White Lillies hang their heads and foon decay, 

And whicer Snow in minutes melts away : 

Such is your blooming youth, and withering {03 

The time will come, it will, when you thall know 

The rageof Loves your haughity heart fhall burn 

Ia flames like mine, and meet alike return. 
Obdurate 
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Obdurate as you are, oh, hear at leaft 

My dying prayers, and grant my laft requeft! 
When firft you ope your doors, and paffing by 
The fad ill Omend Objec& meets your Eye, 
Think it not loft, a moment if you ftay 5 

The breathlefs wretch, fo made by you, furvey : 
Some cruel pleafure will from thence aritt, 

To view the mighty ravage of your Eyes, 

I wifh, ¢ but oh my withis vainI fear, ) 

The kind Oblation of a falling Tear: 

Then loofe the knot, and take me from the place, 
And f{pread your Mantle o’re my grizly faces 
Upon my livid Lips beftow a kifs: 

Oenvy not the dead, they feel not biig! 

Nor fear your kiffes can reftoze say breath 5 
Even you are nct more piitiels than death, 
Then for my Corps a homely Grave provide, 
Which Love and me from pubtick Scern may hile. 


Thrice 
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Tirice vail upon my Name,thrice beat your breaft 
Aud hay! me thrice to everlafting reft : 
La% let my Tomb this fad infcription bear , 

A wretch whom Love has kill’d lies buried nef 
On, Patlengers Amintas Eyes beware, , 
Thus having faid, and furious with his Love; 
Hz heav’d with more than humane force, to move 

A weighty Stone, (the labour of a Team, ) 

And rais'd fromthence he reach’'d the Neighbou- 

ring Beam : 

Areund its bulk a fliding knot he throws; 

And fitted to his Neck the fatal noofe: 

Then {purning backward took a {wing, till death 

Crept up, and {topt the paflage of his Breath. 

The bounce burft ope the door 5 the Scornful Fair 

Relentlefs lookt,and faw him beathis quivering feet 

INor wept his fate, nor cafta pitying eye, a 

iNcr took himdown, but brutht regardlels by « 
And 
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And as fhe paft, her chance or fate was fuch, 
Her (sarments toucit the dead, polluted by the 
touch. 
Next to the dance, thence to the Bath did moves 
The bath was facred to the God of Love ¢ 
Whole injur’d mage, witha wrathful Eve, 
Stood threatning from a Peceftal on high: 
Nodding a while; and watchful of his blow , 
He fell and falling crufht th’ ungrateful Nymph 
below : 
Her gufhing Blood the Pavement all befmear'ds 
And this her laft expiring Voice was heard 5 
Lovers farwell, revenge has reach: my {corn 5 


Thus warn’d , be wite, ana love for Jove return. 


I DAP H- 
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DAPHNIS. 


From T beocritus Idyll, 27. 





Dapoiris. 
i he Shepheard Przs bore the Spartan Bride 
Ly :urce away,and then by force enjoy’d 
But I by free confent can boaft a Blifs, 
A fairer Helen, anda {weeter kifs. 
Chloris Kifles are empty joyes and {oon are ore. 
Daph. A Kifs betwixt the lipsis fomething more, 
Chlo. 1 wipemy mouth, and where's your kifling 
tnen ? 
Daph, I {wear you wipe it to be kils'd agen, 
Chilo. Gotend your Herd, and kifs your Cowsat 
home 5 
I am a Maid, and in my Beauties bloom. 


Dapbh. Tis 
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Dapb. *Tis wellrearember’d,do not waite your times 
But wily ufe it e’re you paft your prime. 
Chlo. Blown Rofes hold their fveetnef to the lait, 
And Raifins keep theit infcious native tafte. 
Daph. The Sun’s too hot; thofe Olive (hades are 
near 5 
I fain wou’d whifper fomething tn your ear. 
Chlo. ’Tis honeft talking where we may bz fesn, 
God knows what fecret mifchief you may) 


mean 5 
I doubt you’) play the Wag and kifs agen. f 
Duaph, At leaft beneath yon’ Elm you need not fear 5 
My Pipe’sin tune, if you’r difpos'd to hear. 
Chlo. Play by your felf, I dare not venture thither: 
You, and your naughty Pipe go hang toges 
ther. 
Dapb. Coy Nymph beware, left Vexes you offend 
Chl», 1 hall have chafte Diava {till to friend. 
I 2 Daph. You 
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Dapbh. You have a Soul, and Cwpad has a Dart 3 
Chlo, Diana will cefend, or heal my heart. 
Nay, fie what mean you io thts open place 5 
Unhaad me,or, ! {ware,!le {cratch your face. 
Let go for fhas.e5 you make me mad for 
fpight 5 
My mouth’s my; ownsand if you kifsT'le bite. 
Dapo. Away with your didembling Female tricks: 
What wou'd you ‘cape the fate of all your 
SCx 2 
Célo, 1f{wear Ve keep my Maidenhead till death, 
And dieas pure as Qacen Elizateth, 
Dapp, Nav mum for thats but let me lay thee downs 
better with me, than with fome naufeous 
Clown. 
Cily, Vdehave you know, if I were fo tclin‘d, 
have bin wo'd by many a wealthy Hind; 
But never found a Husband to my mind. 


Dapb. But 
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Dapb, But they are abfent all; and I amhere 5 
Chlo, The matrimonial Yoke is hard to bear; 
And Marriage isa woful word to hear, 
Daph. Afcar Crow, fet to frighten fools away 3 
Marriage has joys 5 and you fhall havea fay. 
Cle. Sour fawce is often mix’d with our delight, 
You kick by day more thaa you kifs by 
night. 
Dapb. Sham ftories.all ; but fay the worft you can, 
A very Wife fears neither God nor Man. 
Chlo. But Child-birth is they fay, a deadly pain 5 
Ic cofts at. leatt.a Month-to knit again, 
Dap. Diana cures the wounds Lacina made 5 
Your Goddefs is a Midwife by her Trade. 
Cdlo. But I {hall (potl my Beauty if I bear. 
Daph. But Mam and Dad are pretty names to hear. 
Chlo, But there’s a Civil queftion us‘d of late ? 
Where lies my jointure, where your own 
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Dapb. My Flocks, my Fields, my Wood, my Pa: 
ftures take, 
With fettlement as good as Law can make. 
Chlo. Swear then you will not leave me on the 
common, 
But marry me, and make anhoneft Woman. 
Daph. Ufwear by Pax (tho he wears horns you'll 
fay ) 
Cudgell'd and kick’d, Ple not be forc’d 
away. 
Chlo, 1 bargain for a wedding Bed at leaft, 
A houfe, and handfome Lodging for a gueft. 
Dapbh, A houfe well furnith’d thall be thine to keep; 
And for a flock-bed I can fheer my Sheep. 
Chlo, What Tale fhall I to my old Father tell ? 
Daph. Twill make him Chuckle thou’rt beftow’d 


fo well. 


Chlo. But 
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Chlo. Patt after all, in troth I am to blame 
Tobe foloving, e’re I know your Name. 
A pleafant founding name’s a pretty thing : 
Dapb. Faith, mine’s a very pretty name to fing; 
Fhey call me Daphais: Lycidas my Syre, 
Both found as well as Woman can deftre. 
Nomeae bore me 5 Farmersin degree, 
He a good Husband, a good Houfwife the, 
Chis. Your kindred isnot much amif, tis true, 
Yet 1 am fomewhat betcer bom than you. 
Dapb. Unknow your Father, and his Family 3 
And without boafting am as good as he 
Menelans 3 and vo Matter goes before. 
Chie, Hang both our Pedigrees 5 not one word 
more 3 
But if you love me let me fee your Living, 
Your Houfe and Home 3 for fceing 1s te- 
heving. 
I 4 Daph, So 
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Dapb. See firft yon Cypre/s Grove, (a fhade from 
noon ; ) 
Chlo, Browze on my goats; for Ile be with you 
foon. 
Duph. Feed well my Bulls , to whet your appetite; 
That each may take a lufty Leap at Night. 
Chio, What do you mean(uncivil as you are,) (bare? 
To touch my breatts,.and leave my botume 
Dap. Thefe pretty bubbies firft | make my own. 
Chlo, Pullout your hand,I {wear,or I fhall fwoon. 
Daph, Why does thy ebbing blood torfake thy face? 
Chlo, Throw me at leaft upon a cleaner place : 
My Linnen ruified.and my Waltcoat foyling, 
What do you think new Cloaths, were made 
for feoyling ¢ 
Deph. Vie lay my Lambskins underneath thy back: 
Clio, My Uead Geer’es off; what filthy work 
you make! 


Dapbh. To 
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Daph. To Vers firft, 1 lay thefe offtriugs by ; 
Chilo, Nay firftlookroundy that no body be nigh: 
Methinks I heara whifp’ring in the Grove. 
Dapb. The Cyprejs Trees are telling Tales of love, 
Chlo. You tear off all behind me, and before me 3 
And I'm as naked:as my Mother bore me. 
-Dapb. Wle buy thee better Cloathsthan thefe I tear, 
And liefo clofe, Ule cover thee from Air. 
Chlo ¥’ are liberal now; but when your turn is 
{oed, 
You'l with me choak’d with every cruft of 
Bread. 
Daph. Vie-give thee more, much more then I have 
told ; 
Wou'd I cou’d cayn my very heart tc Gold. 
Chloe. Forgive thy.:nandmaid (Hurarels of the 
wood,) 
I fee there’s no refiftivng flea ard blocd! 
Daph. The 
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Daph. The noble deed is done; my Herds Ile call; 

Cupid,be thine a Calf; & Verwshine a Ball. 
Chlo. A Maid I came, in an unlucky hour, 

But hence return, without my Virgin flour. 
Duph, A Maid is but a barren Name at belt 5 

If thou canft hold, I bid for twins at leaft. 


Thus did this happy Pair their love. difpence 
With mutual joys, and gratifi'd their fenfe 5 
The God of Love was there a bidden Gueft 5 
And prefent at his own Myfterious Feat. 
His azure Mantle underneath he fpred, 
And {catter’d Rofes on the Nuptial Beds 
While folded in each others arms they lay, 
He blew the flames, and furnith’d out the play , 
And from their Foreheads wip’dthe balmy {w 


away. 


Firft 
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Firft rofe the Maid and with a glowing Face, 
Her down caft-eyes beheld her print upon the grafs; 
Thence to her Herd fhe {ped her felf in hafte : 
The Bridgroom ftarted from his Trance at laft, 


And pipeing homeward jocoundly he paft. 


Horas 
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Horat. Ode 3. Lib. 1. 


Enfcribd to the Earl of Rofcomon, 
on bis intended Voyage to 
IRELAND. 


S” may th/aufpitious Queen of Love, 
And thetwinStars, (the Seed of Jove, J 


And he, who rules the rageing wind 
To thee, O facred Ship, be kind, 

And gentle Breezes fiil thy Sails, 
Supolying fcft Btefiuz Gales , 

As thou to whom the Mufe commends, 
The beft of Poets and of Friends, 
Doft thy committed Pledge reftore- 
Ard land him fafely on the fhore : 


And 
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And fave the better part of me, 

From perifhing with bim at Sea. 
Surehe, who firft the paflage try°d, 

In harden’d Oak his heart did hide, ‘ 
And ribs of Iron arm his fide / 

Or his at leaft, in hcllow wocd, 

Who temoted firft the briny Floud: 
Nor fear'd the winds contending roar, 
Nor billows beating on the frore; 

Nor Hyades portending Rains 

Nor all the Tyrants of the Vain, 
What form of death cou’d him affright, 
Who unconcerned with ftedfaft fight, 
Cou'd veiw the Surges mounting {teep, 
And monfters rolling in the deep ? 
Cou'd thro the ranks of ruin go, 


With Stormsabove, and Rocks below / 


In 
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In.vain did Natures wife command, 
Divide the Waters from the Land, 

If daring Ships,and Men prophane, 
Invade th’ inviolable Main - 

Th’ eternal Fences over leap; 

And pafs at will the boundlefs deep, 
No toy], no hardfhip can reftrain 
Ambitious Man inur’d to pain 5 

The moreconfind, the more he tries, 
And at forbidden quarry flies. 

Thus bold Prometheus did afpire, 
And ftole from heaven the feed. of Fire + 
A train of Ills, a ghaftly crew, 

The Robbers blazing track perfue 5 
Fierce Famine, with her Meagre face, 


And Feavours of the fiery Race, 


In {warms th’ offending Wretch furround, 


All brooding on the blafted ground: 


And 
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And limping Death, lath’d on by Fate, 
Comes.upto fhorten half our date. 

This made not Dedalus beware, 

With borrow’d wings to fail in Air: 

ToHell Alcides forc'd his way, 

Plung'd thro’the Lake, and {natch’d the Prey. 
Nay fcarce the Gods, or heav’nly Climes 

Are fafe from our audacious Crimes; 

We reach at Fove’s Imperial Crown, 

And pull the unwilling thunder down. 


HORACE 
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Horace Lib, 1. Ode 9, 


I. 


Bn yon’ Mountains hoary herght 
Made higher with new Mounts of Snow 5 


Again behold the Winters weight 
Opprefs the lab’ring Woods below : 
And ftreams with Tcy letters bound, 


Benumd and cramp to folid ground. 


If. 


With well hcap’d Logs diilolve the cold, 
And feed the genial heat with firess 
Produce the Wine, that makes us bold, 
And fprightly Wit and Love infpires : 
For what hereafter fhall betide, 
God, if ’tis worth his care, provide. 
Let 
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(Il. 


Let him alone with what he made, 

To tofs and turn the World below 5 
At his command the ftorms invade 5 

The winds by his Commiffion blow 5 
Till with a Nod he bids ‘em ceafe, 


And then the Calm returns, and all is peace. 


IV. 


To morrow and her works defie, 

Lay hold upon the prefent hour, 
And {natch the pleafures paffing by, 

To put them out of Fortuues pow’r : 
Norlove, nor love’s delights difdain, 
What e'rethou get’ft to day is gain. 


K 


Some 
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V. 


Secure thofe golden early joyes, 
That Youth unfowr’d with forrow bears, 
E’re with’ring time the tafte deftroyes, 
With ficknefs and unweildy years ! 
For active {ports, for pleafing reft, 
This is the time to be pofleft 5 f 
The beft is but in feafon beft. 


VI. 


The pointed hour of promis’d blifs, 
The pleafing whifper in the dark, 
The half uawilling willing kits, 
The laugh that guides thee to the mark, 
When the kind Nymph weu'd coynefs feign, 
And hides but to be found again, 
Thef, thee are joyes the Gods for Youth ordain. 
Horat. 
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Horat. Ode 29. Book 3. 


Paraphrasd in Pisdarique Verfe 3 
AND 


Infcrib’d to the Right Honourable 
Lawrence Earl of Rochefter. 


I, 


Efcended of an ancient Line, 
D That long the Tx/can Scepter {way'd, 
Make haiteto meet the generous wine, 
Whofe piercing is for thee delay d- 
The rofie wreath is ready made 3 
And artful hands prepare 
The fragrant Syriaz Oy],that fhall perfume thy hair. 


K 3 When 
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When the Wine {parkles from a far, 
And the well-natur’d Friend cries,come away3 
Make hafte,and leave thy bufinefs and thy care, 


No mortal int’reft can be worththy ftay. 


ITI. 


Leave for a while thy coftly Country Seat; 
And, to be Great indeed, forget 

The naufeous pleafures of the Great - 

Make hafte and come: 

Come and forfake thy cloying ftore 5 
Thy Turret that furveys, from high, 

The fmoke, and wealth, and noife of Rome 5 
And all the bufie pageantry 

That wife men {corn, and fools adore : 

Come, give thy Soul a loofe, and tafte the pleatures 


( of che poor. 
Some- 
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IV. 


Sometimes tis grateful to the Rich, to try 
A fhort viciffitude, and fit of Poverty : 
A favoury Difb, a homely Treat, 
Where all is plain, where all 1s neat, 
Without the ftately fpacious Room, 
The Perfian Carpet, or the Tjrian Loom, 
Clear up theclaudy forcheads of the Great. 


V. 


The Sun is in the Lion mounted high 5 
The Syrian Star 
Barks from a far; 

And with his fulery breath infects the Sky ; 

The ground below is parch’d, the heav’ns above us 
The Shepheard drives his fainting Flock, (ry. 
Beneath the covert of a Rock; 

And 
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And feeks refrefhing Rivulets nigh : 
The Sylvans to their fhades retire, 

Thofe very fhades and ftreams, new fhades and 

ftreams require § 


(ing fire. 
And want a cooling breeze of wind to fan the rage- 


IV. 


Thou, what befits the new Lord May’r, 
And what the City Fa@ion dare, 
And what the Gallique Arms will do, 
And what the Quiver bearing Foe, 
Artanxioufly inquifitive to know : 

But God has, wifely, hid from humane fight 
The dark decrees of future fate 3 
And fown their feeds in depth of night 5 

He laughs at all the giddy turns of Stare 5 


When Mortals fearch too foon, and fear too late. 


Enjoy 
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VII. 


Enjoy the prefent {miling hour ; 
And put it out of Fortunes pow’r : 
The tide of bus’nefs, like the running {tream, 
Isfometimes high, ard fometimes low, 
A quiet ebb, or a tempeftuous flow, 
And alwayes in extream. 
Now with a noifelefs gentle courfe 
It keeps within the middle Bed 5 
Anon it lifts aloft the head, 
And bears down all before it, with impetuous force: 
And trunks of Trees come rowling down, 
Sheep and their Folds together drown : 
Both Houfe and Homefted into Seas are borne, 
And Rocks are from their old foundations torn, 


And woods made thin with winds, their {catter’d ho- 
(nours mourr: 


K 4 Happy 
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VIII. 


Happy the Man, and happy he alone, 
He, who can call to day hisown: 
He, who fecure within, can fay 
To morrow do thy worft,for I have liv’d today, 
Be fair, or foul, or rain, or fhine, 
The joysI have poffeft, in {pight of fate are mine 
Not Heav'n it felfupon the paft has pow’r 5 
But what has been, hasbeen, and I have had my hour. 
1X, 
Fortune, that with malicious joy, 
Does Man her {lave opprefs, 
Proud of her Office to deftroy, 
Is feldome pleas‘d to blefs- 
Still varicus and unconftant full 5 
But with an inclination to be ill 5 
Promotes, degrades, delights in ftrife, 
And makes a Lottery of life. 
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I can enjoy her while the’s kind ; 
But when fhe dances in the wind, 
And fhakes her wings, and will not ftay, 
I puff the Proftitute away: 
The little or the much fhe gave, is quietly refign'd: 
Content with poverty, my Soul, I arm; 


And Vertue, tho’ in rags, will keep me‘warm. 


X. 


What is ’t to me, 
Who never fail in her unfaithful Sea, 
If Storms arife, and Clouds grow black 5 
Ifthe Maft {plit and threaten wreck, 
Then-let the greedy Merchant fear 
For his ill gotten gain 5 
And pray to Gods that will not hear, 
While the debating winds and billows bear 
His Wealth intothe Main. 


While 
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For me fecure from Fortunes blows, 
(Secure of what I cannot lofe, ) 
In my forall Pinnace I can fail, 
Contemning all the bluftring roar ; 
And running with a merry gale, 
With friendly Stars my fafety feek 
Within fome little winding Creek ; 


And fee the ftorm a (hore. 


From 
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FROM 


HORACE 
Epod. 2d. 


Ow happy in his low degree 
H How rich in humble Poverty, is he, 
Who leads a quiet country life! 
Difcharg’d of bufinef, void of ftrife, 
And from the gripeing Scrivener free. 
(Thus e’re the Seeds of Vice were fown, 
Liv'd Men in better Ages born, 

Who Plow’d with Oxen of their own 
Their fmall paternal field of Corn.) 
Nor Trumpets fummon him to War 
Nor drums difturb his morning Sleep, 
Nor knows he Merchants gainful care, 


Nor fears the dangers of the deep. 
The 
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Sas 


The clamours of contentious Law, 

And Court and ftate he wifely fhuns, 

Nor brib’d with hopes nor dar'd with awe 
To fervile Salutations runs : 

But eitherto the clafping Vine 
Does the fupporting Poplar Wed, 

Or with his pruneing hook disjoyn 
Unbearing Branches from their Head, 
And grafts more bappy in their ftead : 

Or climbing to a hilly Steep 
He views his Herds in Vales afar 

Or Sheers his overburden’d Sheep, 

Or mead for cooling drink prepares, 
Of Virgin honey in the Jars. 

Or inthe now declining yéar 
When bourteous Axtumz rears his head, 

He joyes to pul! the ripen’d Pear, 

And cluftring Grapes with purple {pread. 
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The faireft of his fruit he ferves, 
Priapus thy rewards; 
Sylvanus too his part deferves, 
Whofe care the fences guards. 
Sometimes beneath an ancient Oak, 
Or on the matted grafs he lies; 
No God of Sleep he need invoke, 
The ftream that o’re the pebbles flies 
With gentle flumbzr crowas his Eyes. 
he W ind that Whiftles through the {prays 
Maintains the confort of the Song 5 
And hidden Birds with native layes 
The golden fleep prolong. 
But when the blaft of Winter blows, 
And hoary froft inverts the year, 
Into the naked Woods he goes 
And feeks the tusky Bear to rear, 
With well mouth’d hounds and poiatca Spear. 
Or 
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Or fpreads his fubtile Nets from fight 
With twinckling glaffes to betray 
The Larkes that in the Mefhes light, 
Or makes the fearful Hare his prey. 
Amidft his harmlefs eafie joys 
No anxious care invades his health, 
Nor Love his peace of mind deftroys, 
Nor wicked avarice of Wealth, 
But if a chaft and pleafing Wife, 
To eafe the bufinefs of his Life, 
Divides with him his houfhold care, 
Such as the Sabine Matrons were, 
Such as the {wift Apslians Bride, 
Sunburnt and Swarthy tho’ fhe be, 
Will fire for Winter Nights provide, 
And without noife will overfee, 
His Children and his Family, 
And order all things till be come, 


Sweaty and overlabour’d, home 3 
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If the in pens his Flocks will fold, 
And then produce her Dairy ftore, 
With Wine to drive away the cold, 
And unbought dainties of the poor; 
Not Oyfters of the Laerine Lake 
My fober appetite wou’d with, 
Nor Tabet, or the Foreign Fith 
That rowling Tempelts overtake, 
And hither waft the coftly dith. 
Not Heathpout, or the rarer Bird, 
Which Phefs, or Ionia yields, 
More pleafing morfcls wou'd afford 
Than the fat Olives of my fields 5 
Than Shards or Mallows for the poz, 
That keep the loofen’d Body found, 
Or than the Lamb that falls by Lor, 
To the juft Guardian of my ground, 


Amidft 
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Amid{t thefe featts of happy Swains, 
The jolly Shepheard {miles to fee 
His flock returning from the Plains 5 
The Farmer is as pleas’d as he 
To view his Oxen, fweating (moak, 
Bear on their Necks the loofen’d Yoke. 
To look. upon his menial Crew, 
That fit around his cheerful hearth, 
And bodies fpent in toil renew 
With wholefome Food and Couutry Mirth. 
This Morecraft {aid within himfelf 5 
Refolv’d to leave the wicked Town, 
And live retir’d upon his owns 
He call’d his Mony in: 
But the prevailing love of pelf, 
Soon fplit him on the former fhelf, 


And put it out again. 
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Part of Virgils ath. Georgick, 


Aniteus, having loft his Bees, goes by his 
Morher'ss direction to Proteus to know 
why the Gods had Jent this Plague ; Pro- 
ceus tells him they fent it to revenge the 
injury he had done Orpheus, in being the 
the caufe of his Brides death, and fo goes 
on with the Story of bis Paffion. 


Ow fcorching Sirixs burnt the thirfty Moors, 
And Seas contracted left their naked fhores 5 
The Earth lay chop'd, no Spring fupply’d his floud, 
And mid-day Rays boyld up the {treams to mud : 
When Proteus coming to his ufual Cave, 
The Sea Calf following {poutsthe brackifh wave: 
Spread o’re the fand the fcatter’d Montfters lay, 
He (like a Shepheard at the clofe of day, 


L When 
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The bleating Lambs the hungry Walves provoke) 
Sits midd’{t the Beach, and counts the fcaly flock. 
Scarce was he laid, fcarce fleep had {eal’d his eyes, 


When Heifers feek their ftalls, and round a Rock 


When Ariffexs, eager to furprife, 

Invades and binds him: Strait he {tarts and roars, 

And with fhrill noifes fills the ecchoing fhares : 

He flies to hisold Arts and ftrives to ‘{cape, 

By frequent change, and varying of his thape = 

All monftrous forms put on, he would appear 

A Flame, a Floud,a Lion, or a Bear: 

When nought avail'd he turn’d himfelfagain 3 

And thus{poke with the accent ofa Man; 

By whofe advice haft thou fo rafhly preft, 

Bold Youth, on me? And what doeft thor requeft? 
You know, Great God, you know,the PS ib 

For whocan cheat you ? who his wants can hide. ? 


But 
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But ftrive to change no more : I humbly come, 
And by the Gods commands,to know my doom: 
For what I'm punift’d, when thefe plagues arofe, 
And by what means I may retrieve my lofs: 
This faid,the angry God with fury fhook, 

His eyes thot flame, and horror chang’d his look, ¢ 
He gnafh’d his teeth, and thus at laft he fpoke. 


No common Gods, no common Gods purfue, 
Thou fufferft what tothy great crimes ts due 5 
At wretched Orpécus fait thefe plagues commence, 
Tho’ ¢ fate being kiad ) too {mall for thy offence. 
To Heavens ftritt Juftice he his wrougs apply’d, 
And cali’d down vengeance for hts perifh'd Bride : 
She, while fhe fled from thee, unhappy Maid, 
By heedle(s fear to treacherous Banks betray’d, 
Né’re faw the Snake glide o’re the grafiie ground, 
But e’re fhe knew the foe, fhe felt the wound : 

L 3 Her 
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Her fellow Dryads fill'd the Hills with cries, 
In groans the foften’d Rbodope replies 5 
Rough Thrace, the Getes,and Hebrus ftreams lament, 
Forget their fury, and in grief confent : 

While he to doleful tunes his ftrings does move, 
And ftrove to folace his uneafie Love: 

Thee, Thee, Dear Bride, on Defart fhores alone 
He mourn’d at rifing, and at fetting Sun - 

His reftlefs Love did natural fears expel, 

He dar‘d to enter the black Jaws of Hell, 

He faw the Grove, where gloomy horrors {pread, 
The Ghofts and gaftly Tyrant of the dead 5 

With thofe rough Powers,that there feverely reign, 


Unus'd to pity, when poor men complain : 


He ftrook his Harp,and ftrait a numerous throng 
Of Airy people fled to hear the Song, 


{ Thither 
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Thither vaft troops of wretched Lovers came, 
And fbriekt atthe remembrance of their flame 5 
With heavy gricfand gloomy thoughts oppreft, 
Meag re each fhape, and wounds in every brealts 
( How deep, ah me! and wide muft mine appear, 
If fo much Beauty can be fo fevere! ) Wives, 
Weh thefe, mixt troops of Fathers, Husbands, 
As thick as {warms of Bees fly round their Hives 
At Evening clofe, or when a Tempelt drives: J 
With Gholts of Fleroes,and of Babesexpos'd, 

And Sons. whofe dying eyes their Mothers clos‘d: 
Which now the dull unnavigable flood, 

With black Cocytws horrid, weeds, and mud 

And Styx, in nine large Channels {pread, confine: 


The wondrous numbers foft’ned all beneath,’ 
Hell, and the inmoft flinty feats of Death 5 


L 3 Snakes 
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Snakes round the Furies heads did upward rear, 
And {cen’d toliften to the pleafing Airs 

While fiery Styx in milder ftreams did row], 
And Cerberus gap'd, but {yet forbore to howl, 
Ixion’s Wheel {tood ftill, all tortures cealt, 


And Hell amaz'd knew an ufual reft. 


All dangers paft beyond the reach of fear, 
Reftor’d Exridice breath’d the upper air, 
Following behind ( for mov’d by his complains 
Hel] added thiscondition to the grant ) 

When fury focn the heedlefs Lover feiz'd, 

( Tobe fergiven, if Hell cou’d be appeas'd ) 
Fornear the confines of Attherial Air, 
Unmindtul and unable to forbear, 

He ftopt, look’d back, ( what cannot love per- 

{wade >) 

To take onc view of the unhappy Maid: 
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Here all his Pains were loft, one greedy look 
Defeats his hopes, and Hells conditions broke, 
Thrice Stix refounded, thrice Averze hook: 
A fatal Vieffenger from Pluto flew, 


And {natch’d the forfeit from a Second veiw: 


Backward fhe fell ; ah me / too greedy Youth, 
(She cry’d_) what Firy now hath rain’d both / 
Deazh fummons me ag3in, cold fates furprife, 

And Icy fleep fpreads o’re my nodding eyes: 
Wrapt upin night I feel the Stygtax fhore, 
And ftretch my arms to thee in vain, ah thine no 


( more! 


This {care’d pronounc’d, like fmoke difperft in 
So vani(h'd the twice-loft unhappy Fair : (air 
And left him catching at the flying fhade 5 


He ftood diftra&ed , much he would have faid, 


L 4 In 
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In vain 3 forCharon wou'd not waft him o’re, 

Once he had pafs’d, and now mutt hope no more 

What fhould he do ? where fhould he feek repofe ? 

Where flie the troub‘e of his fecond lofs ? 

In what foft numbers fhould the wretch complain? 

And beg his dear Ewridice again ? 

She now grew cold in Charon’s boat beneath, 

And fadly fail'd ta the known feats of Death: 

But while nine circling months in order turn’d, 

Beneath bleak rocks(thus Fame reports)he mourn’d : 

By freezing Strymon’sunfrequented ftream, 

Enridice, his lott Exridice, his theme 5 

And while he fang this fad evertt of Love, 

He tam’d fierce Tygers, and made Oaks to move: 

With fuch foft Tunes, and {uch a doleful Song 

Sweet Nightingales bewail their ravifht young, 

Which fonte hard hearted Swain hath born away 

While Callow Birds, or kill'd the eafie prey 5 
Reftlefs 
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Reftlefs they fit, renew their mournful {trains, 
And with fad Pafiion fill their neighb’ring Plains. 


No face cou'd win him,and nocharmscou'd move, 
He fled the heinous thoughts of fecond Love: 
In vain the Thracians woed, wit, wealth, efteem, 
Thofe great Enticers, loft their force on him - 
Alone he wander’d thro the Scythian Snows, 
Where Icy Tanais freezeth as it flows 
Thro’ fields ftill white with froft, or beat with hail, 
Conftantr to grief, and eager to bewail: 
Exridice the Gods vain gift employs 
His thoughts, and makes him deaf to other joys, 


The flighted Tbraciexs heat this {corn increatt, 
They breath revenge, and fir'd at Bacchus feaft, 
(For what fo foon as wine makes fury burn ? 

And what can wound a Maid {0 deep as {corn ? ) 
Fall 
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Full of their God they wretched Orphews tore, 
Scatter’d his limbs, and drank his reeking gore : 
His head torn off, as Hebrus roll’d along 

Exrydice fell from bis dying tongue. 

His -arcing Soul, when flying thro’ the wound, 
Cry'd ah Enxridice, the floods around 3 


Exridice, Exr;dice the banks refound. 
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The Sixth 


ELEGY 


OF the Firft Book of 
TIBULLUS 


Fe I by Wine have try‘d to lull my cares, 
() But vexing grief turn’d all my wine to 
Tears; 
Each {prightly bottle did but ftill fupply 
Another Fountain for my weeping Eye: 
I chang’d my Love, but midft the kind embrace 
I think on her, and my attempt decays : 
The Maid deluded from my feeble Arms 
(Charms : 
Straight ftarts, and fhriek’s and much complains of 


I 
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I know, fays fhe, ftrong charms thy force reftrain, 
You us’d to prove your {elf a greater Man 5 

Go dull unactive Load, thy ftrength reftore, 

Then come prepar'd, and mock my hopes no mere. 
Ah me / no Charms but her bewitching face, 
Dampsall my thoughts, and deadens my embrace : 
Yet now a wealthy Fool and Bawd confpire, 

A griping Bawd, to blaft my juft defire 5 

And what can the poor Man fecurely hold 
Againft the force of Treachery and gold / 

I faint, I die, yet e’re I mount above, 

I'le call down vengeance for my injurd love 5 

Let hatred blaft her, and the publick fcorn, 

Who drew the fair One firft to be forfworn. 
Unpity’d, hated, let her range the Streets, 
Worry'd by Dogs, and curft by all fhe meets : 

At night let groaning Spectres round her wait, 
And break her reft complaining of their Fate - 


Ai 
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All this will come, I thall be pleas’d to {te 
The {peedy punifhment of Treachery : 

No flow delay fhall coming fate prolong ; 
For Venus {oan refents a Lovers wrong : 

But take heed Fair.one, be no longer aw‘d, 
But fly the cunning precepts of the Bawd 5 
The Rich mans bribes, her greedy hope devours, 
She pleads for her own profit, not for yours: 
For tho the wealthy may prefent you more, 
He cannot pay the fervice of the poor. 

The poor is ready, he will ne’re difdain 

The meaneft fervile Office of thy Trains 

Ele’ bear thy Chair, of the preferment proud, 
Or force a paflage for you thro’ the Crowd., 
What ever friendfhips {triGeft ty’s can crave, 
Or utmoft duty challenge from a Slave: 

In yain, I fing, nor will my words command, 


This Gate ne’re opens to an empty hand; 
But 
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But, happy Sir, who doft thy conqueft boaft 
And triumph in the fpoils chat | have loft, 
Take heed, I warm Thee, my approaches fear 5 
What you muft fufferlearn by what I bear: 


OVID's Dream. 


Was Night and lazy fleep my Eyes confin'd, 
But left an open paflage to my mind : 
Thefe wondrous vifions made a frightful tram 





In too furprizing figures to be vain : 

At a large Mountains foot, a Grove arofe, 

The fbadeslay thick and Birds beneath the boughs 

A Green {pread wide the wandring Eye detains, 

Water’d with fprings that murmur’d thro’ the 
Plains: 

Bencath the fhade, methoughts, I carelefs-lay, 


To cool the former fury of the day 5 
Yee 
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Yet tho | found the outward warmth retreat, 
I {till was fire, and fele an inward heat. 
When lo a Cow, thaclefe the meaner Herd 
For better Paftures,to my eyes appear’d 3 
More white than falling {now to mortal view, 
Or Milk juft frothing from the burdened Ewe: 
For common fight can make but {mall pretence 
Compar’d te fancy unconfin’d by fenfe: 
A Bull, the happy Confort of the Cow, 
Lay by her fide, lookt pleas’d, and feem'dto low, 
Bue whil(t he lay, and gently chew’d the Cud, 
Feeding again upon his former Food, 
Sleep weakning all his ftrength, he bent his head, 
And lay extendedon the grafly bed: 
And asheflept a Pye fled nimbly down, 
Chatter’d a while, drew near, then bolder gratyn 
Peckt at the Cow 5 then chatter’d once again, 
The Cow appear’d uneafie at the Pain ; 

Till 
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Till chattering on, he feem’d to pleafe the Beafk, 
Then Hed, but left a ftain upon her breatft. 
The Cow look’d round upon her fleeping Mate, 
As loath to leave him, and yet urg’d by fate 5 
Thrice look'd, thrice low’d, but yet at laft the fled 
Toother Bulls, and wantenly fhe fed - 
Forgot the Paftures of the former Plain, 
And never look’d upon ber Mate again. Pisses 
Fleav’n! What's forefhew'd me by this ftrange por- 
If ‘tis not a meer fancy what is meant ? 
Tell facred Augur, you are us'd to fee 
vents in Caufes, and read Fates decree. 
At this the Augur fhook his reverend head, 
And pondering all the circumftances, faid : 
The heat which you did to the fhades remove 
To cool but could not, was the Heat of Love: 
The Cow, thy Miftrefs ; white before betray’d 5 
White isthe decent colour fora Maid : 

The 
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The Bull thy felf, tho’ fcorn’d and hated now, 

The happy equal Confort of the Cow : 

The Pye that peckt, the Bawd, whofe treacherous 
art 

Prevail'd upon thy Mittrifs eafie heart, 

And drew her to be falfe; what weak defigns, 

And fmall Temptations, win when Nature joyns 

~The ftain upon her Breaft declares her fin , 

And thows the Scarlet faults that lurk within: 

My Blood grew cold at this furprizeing fright, 

E wak', and all around ftood deepeft night. 
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A 


PROLOGUE 


Intended for the 


DUKE and no DUKE, 





Pox! Who'd be a Poet in our days? 
When every Coxcomb crowns his 
with Bays, 

And ftands a faucy Candidate for Praife. 
The furly Scriblers fturdy Vice ingage, 
Ard draw their blunted Satyr on the Age. 
Vainly they ftrive and weakly for renown, 
So Spaniards firft make War then lofe the Town: 
They fellow fools to their Tribunal call, 


There’s no {pare Fop now left amongft you alJ. 
They*ve 
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They’ve robb'd our Poet of you quite today, 
You were the ftanding Prologue to each Play, 
The want of yoa may chance to {poil his treat, 
A well drefs’d Fop was the beft difhof Meat ; 
Bat ‘tis not civil you to entertain 

With the chaw’d Fragments of your felves again, 
Tocourt the Ladies is in vain, I fear, 
They're all befpoke by fome {mall Sonniteer. 
You cannot fpie a Dam’fel in this throng 

But's an elected Phyllis for a Song. 

For our good natur’d Fools, of late incline, 

In fenfelefs Sonnets much to fighand whine 5 
Thinking their Wit, and Paffion to rehearfe, 
The Maudlin Blockheads love to weep in Verfe. 
Bat fill the Poet is the Lovers Foe, 

And makes the Nation merry with his Woe. 
Who wou'd not laugh, tho’ he is vex’d, to fee 


Nokes pat to a& the great Marc-Antoxy. 
M 2 Heaven 
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ee an 


Heaven fend us help inthefe Poetick times, 





And free us from the Peftilence of Rhimes: 

There’s nota word of fenferemains, God knows, 

When Songs are ftripp’d of Rhime to Naked Prefe. 

Our Poet’s at a Jo to ind a way 

Torecommend to you his Farce or Play, 

He will ror ufe the Fainters fureft Art 

To winto day the Male and Female heart. 

Courfe painting will delight your wanton eye 

If in it naked Nature you deferie. 

Adam and Eve muit not their Fig leaves wear, 

But they, good old Folks, too muft both ftand 
bare. 

He that will pleafe our moft Religious Age 

Mutt bring a naked Mufe upon the Stage ; 

Leudnefs of Wit has been the fingle Teft 

And fulfome Baudy’s your beloved Jeft. 
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Our Poet fears that this will prove too chafte, 
For you will fee her {tripp'd but to the Wafte; 
- Batif the modeft Dam'el you refule, 

Next Venture, Potture Mei! (hall be his Mufe. 
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The Fourteenth Ode 


Of the Second Book of 


HORACE. 


I. 


H! Friend, the pofting years how faft they 
A Nor can the ftrickeft Piety (fy ? 
Defer incroaching Age, 
Or Deaths refiftlefs Rage, 
If you each day 
A Hecatomb of Bulls fhou’d flay, 
The fmoaking Hoft cou'd not fubdue 
The Tyrant to be kind to you. 
From Geryons Head he f{natch'd the Triple Crown. 
Into th infernal Lake the Monarch tumbl’d down. 
The 
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The Prince, and Pefant of this World muft be 
Thus wafted to Eternity. 


Il 


In vain from bloody Wars are‘Mortals free, 
Orthe rough Storms of the Tempeftuous Sea, 
In vain they take fuch care 
To thield their bodies from Autumnal Air. 
Difmal Cocytus they mutt ferry o’re, 
Whofe languid ftream moves dully by the fhore. 
And in their paflage we thall fee 
Of tortur’d Ghofts the various Mifery. 


ITI. 


Thy ftately Houfe, thy pleafing Wife 
And Children, (bleffings dear as Life,) 
Matt 
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Muft all be left nor fhalt chou have 
Of all thy grafted Plants, one Free ; 
Unlefs the difmal Cypre/s follow thee, 
The fhort-liv’d Lord of all, to thy cold 
Grave. 
But the imprifon’d Barguady 
Thy jolly Heir fhall ftraighe fee free. 
Releas’d from Lock, and Key, the {parkling 
Wine 
Shall flow,and make the drunken Peveasest fhine 
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THE 
Fit TIDY LLIUM 
OF 


THEOCRITUS, 


Tranflated into Englifh. 





THIYRSIS. 
Oat- Ferd, the Mufick of yon whiftling Pine, 
Tho’ {weet, yet is not half fo {weet asthine, 


Thou, when the found of thy thrill Pipe is heard 
Art next to our great Mafter Paz prefer’d: 


Next him in Skill, and next him in Reward. 


If Pan receive a Goat of horned Brow, 
A younger Goat is thy unqueftion’d Due; 
If He a younger Goat, a Kid belongs to You. 
And Kids you know, until the {welling Teat 

Yeilds Milk, are no unpalatable Meat. 


Aa Goat- 
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Goat- Herd. 

Sweeter thy Numbers, Shepherd, and thy Song, 
Than that fair lovely Stream which down along 
From yonder Hillock’s gently rifing Side 
Pours the fmooth Current of its eafie Tide. 

If a white Ew the Majés Off’ring be , 

A Spotlefs Lamb {hall be thy fecond Fee: 

If there’s a Lamb; the Ew’s referv'd for thee. 
Thyrfis. 

And wilt thou, Goat-berd, on yon rifing ground, 
With Streams refre(h’d,& {preading Myrtles crownd, 
Say, wilt thou one fweet charming Song rehearfe? 
Til feed thy Flock, and liften to thy Verfe. 

Goat-Herd. 

Shepherd, 1 dare not tread that hallow'd Ground: 
*Tis now high Noon, and Paz will hear the found. 
Weary’d with Sport , he there lyes down to reft : 
éind ‘tis an angry God when at the beft. 

But 
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But, TAyrfis, you can Daphnis Story tell, 

And underftand the Rural Numbers well. 

Let us retire then to the Sylvan Shade, 

By reverend Oaks extended Branches made, 
Where an old Seat ftands rear’d upon the Green : 
Hard by Priapws, and the Nympbs are {een. 

There if thou fing one of thy Nobleft Lays, 

And thy loud voice in fuch {weet Accents raife, 
As when you baffled Chrome, and won the Bays; 
Thrice fhalt thou milk my Goat ; come, prythee do: 
Two Pails the fills, although fhe fuckles Two: 
Befides a brave large Goblet thall be thine ; 

New made,new turn’d, and {melling wond’rous fine. 
Sweet wholfom Wax the inner Hollow hides, 

And two neat handles grace the well wrought fides. 
About the brim a creeping Ivy twines, 

Thro’ whofe brown leaves the brighter Crocas fhines. 


Aaa Within, 
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Within, a Woman's lovely Image ftands : 

(A noble Piece! not wrought by Mortal Hands? 
Around her Head a braided Fillet goes : 

A decent Veil adown her Shoulders flows. 

By Her two blooming Youths by Turns complain, 
Each ftriving who thall the bleft Conqueft gain ‘ 
Both eagerly contend , but both in vain. 

She now on This her wanton. Glances throws, 
And now on That a carelefs Smile beftows : 
Whilft they their big {wol’n Eye-lids hardly rear, 
And filently accufe the Cruel Fair. 

Next on a Cliff a Fifher-man you'll view, 

Who eagerly does his Lov'd Sport purfue. 

His gather’d Net juft hov’ring o’er the Sea, 

He labours at the Caft on his half bended Knee. 
You’d {wear his a@tive Limbs work'd to and fro, 
So tight he is, fo fitted for the Throw. 
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bis Neck enlarg’d with {welling Veins appears: 
Much is his Strength, tho’ many are his Years. 


The Vines all neatly fet in graceful Rows, 
Whofe weighty Clufters bend the yielding Boughs. 
And a Youxg Lad on a Tree’s neighbo’ring Root 


Not far from hence a feeming Vineyard grows, 


Sits idlely by, to watch the ripening Fruit. 

By him, two Foxes unregarded Steal : 

Each craftily defigns a diff’rent Meal. 

One tow'rds the Vineyard cafts a longing Eye 
Looks to, and fro , and then creeps foftly by : 
Whil’ft other couch’d in a clofe Ambufcade 

To intercept the Scrip and Vidt’als laid, 

Refolv’s not firft to quit the deffin’d Prey, 

Till he has fent the Yousker Supperiefs away. 
Mean while with both his Hands, and both his Eyes, 
He’s platting Straws, and making Traps for Flyes. 


Aa3 With 
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With Art and Care he the fine Play-thing twines, 
Survey's it, and applaud’s his own Defigas : 


Unmindful of his Bag, or of his Vines. 


The Cup befides a Wood-bine does contain, 
Which round the Bottom wreath’s it’s leafy Tong 
Admir'd and Envy’d by each gazing Swain ! 

I know, youll fay your feif, "tis ftrangely fine! 
The Workman, and the Workmanthip Divine! 

I bought it, when I croft th’ /Etolzan Seas, 

The price a dainty Kid, and a large New-milk 
Unus'd it lyes, unfully’d, neat and trim : [Cheefe 5 
Nor have my Lips once touch’d the fining Brim. 
With This Pd willingly reward thy Pains, 

W ould’ft thou but fing thofe my beloved Strains, 
Nor envy Ithy Skill: No——envious Death 

Too {con (alas! ) will {top that charming Breath : 
Come on then, Sing, Dear Shepherd, while youmay. 


Thyrfis 
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Thyrfis. 

Begin, Sweet Mufe, begin the Rural Lay. 
Tis Tdyrfis fings, Thyrfs on Etna born: 
The grateful Hills do his lov'd Notes return. 
Where were the Nymphs? Where in that fatal day, 
When Daphnis, lovely Dephuis, pin’d away? 
Did ye by Penews, or on Pindys {tray ? 
(For fure ye were not by Axapws fide, 
Nor /Etea's Top, nor Ac#s Silver Tide.) 

Begin, Sweet Mufe, begin the Rural Lay. 
For him the Panthers and the Tygers mourn’d: 
"Fhey came, they faw; and with fwoln Eyes return’d. 
Lyons themfelves, did uncouth Sorrows bear, 
Their Savage Fiercenefs foftning to a Tear. 
Clofe by his Feet the Bulls, and Heifers lay 5 
‘Fhe Calves forgot their Feeding and their Play : 

Begin , Sweet Mule, begin the Rural Lay. 





Aa4 Swift 
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ae a a 
Swift Hermes firft came down to his Relief: 


Daphnis, hecry’d, from whence this foolifh Grief? 

What Nymph, what Goddefs fteals thy heart away? 
Begin, Sweet Mufe, begin the Rural Lay. 

Next him the Shepherds, and the Goat-herds came: 

All ask‘d the Reafon of fo ftrange a Flame. 





Priapws cametoo 





He came, and ask'd him with a pitying Eye, 

Why all this Grief? ah! wretched Daphyis, why? 

While the falfe Nymph, unmindfal of thy Pains, 

Now climbs the Hills, now skims it oer the Plains, 

Where e’er blind-Chance or Fancy leadsthe way : 
Begin, Sweet Mufe, begin the Rural Lay. 

Ah! foolifh and impatient of the Smart, 

With which the wanton Boy hath piere’d. thy Heart! 

An* Herd/wan thou wert thought 3 a Goat-berd {ure 


thou art. * Bicur pdr iat rus JY gala deve! setae. 


The 
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The Goat-herd when from fome old craggy Rock 
He views the fportful Paftimes of His Flock, 
And fees *em how they frisk, and how they play, 
Grieves that he’s not a Goat, as well as they : 
Begin,. Sweet Mufe, begin the Rural Lay. 
And you too, when you fee the Nymphs advance 
Their nimble Feet in a well order'd Dance, 
And bear ‘em how they talk; and fee’em how they 
imile 5 
Are griev'd that you miuft ftand neglected all the 
while. 
All this, without an Anfwer, heard the Swains 
Still he went on, and nourifhd {till the Pain. 
He found his Love increafe, and Life decay : 
Begin, Sweet Mufe, begin the Rural Lay. 
Then Venws came, and rais’d his drooping Head: 
Forcd an infulting Smile, and thus the faid. 


You 
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¥ou thought , fond Swain, that you could love 
fubdue : 

But Love, it feems, at laft has conquer'd you. 

Strong are his Charms, and mighty is his fway: 

Begin, Sweet Mufe, begin the Rural Lay. 

She {pake—aAnd thus the mournful Swain reply'd, 
Ah! Foe to me, and all Mankind befide ! 

Ah! cruel Goddefs ! {pare thy Taunts at laft 5 

Nor urge a Death, that’s drawing on fo fat, 
Too well I know, my fatal hour is come, 

My * Sun declining to its Weftern Home. 

Yet ev’n in Death thy Scorns! will repay: 

Begin, Sweet Mufe, begin the Rural Lay. 
Hence Cyprian Queen, to Ida’s Tops repair. 
Axchifes, lov'd Anchifes waits you there. 

There {preading Oaks will cover you around : 
Here humble Shrubs fcarce peep above the Ground 3 
* "Hd opacd'es adr’ HAsor cess dSedbxew. 


And 


ew 
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And bufy Bees are humming all the Day. 
The noife is great, ‘twill {fpoil your am’rous Play ‘ 
Begin, Sweet Mufe, begin the Rural Lay. 
Adonis too! —The Boy is lovely fair ! 
He feeds his Flocks, he hunts the nimble Hare ; 
And boldly chafes ev’ry Beaft of Prey : 
Begin, Sweet Mufe, begin the Rural Lay. 
The Panthers, Lyons, and the Wolves adieu! 
Who now fhall ravers the thick Woods with you ‘ 
No more thall you be chas'd,no more fhall I purfue! 
Hail Arethxfa, lovely Fountain hail ! [ Vale! 
Farewel ye Streams that flow thro’ Tyder’s flowry 
Farewel! —The Gods forbid my longer Stay : 
Leave off, Fond Mufe, leave off the Rural Lay. 
Pan, Pan,where'er your wandring Footfteps move 5 
Whether on Lyee's airy Tops you rove, 
Or {porting in the vaft Mexalian Grove: 


Hatte, 
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Hafte, quickly hafte; leavethe high Tomb, that nods 
O’er Helick's Cliff, the wonder of the Gods ! 
And to fair Sicily thy Steps convey : 

Léave off, Fond Mufe, leave off the Rural Lay. 
Here take my waxen Pipe, well joyn'd, and fit 5 
An ufelefs Pipe to me! and I toit! 

For Love and Fate have fummon'd me away : 

Leave off, Fond Mufe, leave off the Rural Lay. 
On Brambles now let Violets be born, 

And opning Rofes blufh on ev’ry Thorn : 

Let all things Nature’s ContradiGion wear, 

And barren Pine-trees yield the mellow Pear. 
Since Daphnis dyes, what can be ftrange, or new? 
Hounds now {hall fly, and trembling Fawns purfue ; 
Schriech-Owls thall fing,and Thruthes yield the day: 

Leave off, Fond Mule, leave off the Rural Lay. 
Thus Daphzis {pake,and more he would have fung: 
But Death prevail’d upon his trembling Tongue. 


Fair 
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Fair Venws {trove to raife her drooping Son ; 

yo vain the ftrove : for his Jaft Thread was {pun. 
Black Stygian Waves furround the darling Boy 

Of every Nymph, and every Mufe’s Joy. 

Lifelefs he lyes, and {till as harden'd Clay, 

Who was fo Young, fo Lovely, and fo gay: 

Leave off, Fond Mufe, leave off the Rural Lay. 
The Cup and Goat you cannot now refule: 

I'll milk her, and I'll offer to my Mufe. 

All hail, ye Mufes, that infpire my Tongue! 

A better day fhall have a better Song. 
Goat-herd. 

May dropping Combs on thofe {weet Lips diftill, 
And thy lov'd Mouth with Attick Honey fill. 
For much, much({weeteristhy Tuneful Voice, 
Than, when on Sunny days with chearful noife, 
The Vocal Infects of the Spring rejoice. 


Here, 
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How fine the Smell ! fure from fome fragrant Brook, 
The bath of fmiling Howrs it the gay tinGure took! 
Here * Cif, hitherward, —Come, milk her now : 
My Kids, forbear to leap: for if you do, 


Here, take the promisd Cup-How bright the look ! 


The Goat may chance to leap.as well as you. 
* Kivesde, the Name ot the Goat. 


THE 
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The REAPERS. 
THE 
Tenth IDYLLIUM 
OF 


THEOCRITUS. 





Enplithed by Mr. WILIAM BOWLES 
of King’s College in Cambridge. 





Milo. Battus. 
Re you grown lazy, or does fome Difeafe, 
| Oh Battus, bind your hands, and finews {eize, 
_ That like a Sheep prickt by a pointed Thorn, 
Stull you're behind, and lage at every Turn ? 
What in the Heat, and Evening will you do, 
Who early in the Morning loiter fo? 
Batins, 
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Battus. 
Milo, thou piece of Flint, thou all of Scone, 
Did’ft never yet-an abfent Friend bemoan ? 
Milo 
Who but fuch Fools as thou, the abfent Mind > 
Sure what concerns you more, you here may find. 
Battas, 
Did Love ne’er yet thy Senfés waking keep, 
Trouble thy Dreams, or interrupt thy Sleep? 
Milo. 
The Gods preferve me from that reftlefs Care, 
Oh Reapers all, the gilded Bait beware ! 
Battus. 
But I nine days the Paffion Love have felt, 
With inward fires confume, and flowly mele. 
See ! all neglected lyes before my Door, 
While I run mad for a confounded Whore. 
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Battus. 
She. who pip‘ lately at Hippocooris Featt, 
Chaim every Ear, and wounded every Gueft. 
Milo, 
The God? for fome old Sins have fen: this Evil, 
And thame long due has reach’d thee fram the Devil, 
Battus. 
Beware, infulting Cupid has a Dart, 
And it may one day reach thy {tubborn Heare. 
Milo, 
Come, you're a Poet, fing fome am’‘ous Song, 
"Twill eafe your toil, and make the day lefs long. 
Battus. 
Oh Mele! affift my Song, and make ir flow, 
For you frefh Charms oniall you fnz beftow. 
Bowsyce COh my deareft) do: not frown, 
They call thee Tawny ; bur I call chee Brow... 


Bb Yee 
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Yet bluth not, Dear : Black is the Violet, 

And Hyacinth with Letters all o'erwrit. 

Yet both are {weet , and both for Garlands fit. 

Kids the green Leaves, Wolves the youngKids purfue, 

And, Battus, {weet Bozbyce follows you. 

Oh! had the envious Gods not made me poor, 

Had I rich Cre/us Wealth and mighty Store, 

In Verus Temple fhould our Statues ftand, 

Thou with thy Pipe and Taber in thy hand, 

Fin a Dancer's Pofture, gay, new fhod, 

Form’d of pure Gold, and glorious as a God! 

Thy Voice, Bozebyce, is molt foft and {weet, 

But who can praife enough thy humour and thy fil- 
| Milo. {ver feet: 

Battus deceiv’d us, a great Poet grown, 

What Verfeis here! But are they, Friend, thy own? 

How juft the Rhyme’s how equally they meet, 

The numbers how’ harmonious, and how f{weet! 

Vet 
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Yet mark, and this diviner Song attend, 
Twas by immortal Lyrierfes penn'd. 

Smile on the Corn, O Ceres! blefs the Field, 
May the fall Ears a plenteous Harveft yield. 
Gather your Sheaves (Oh Friends! ) and better bind, 
See how they’re blown, and fcatter’d by the Wind, 
Hafte! left fome jeering Paflenger fhould fay, 
Ohlazy Rogues! their Hire is thrown away. 
Reapers obferve, and to the Southweft turn 
Your Sheaves; twill fill the Ears,and fwell the Corn. 
Threfhers at Noon, and in the burning heat, 
(Then the light Chaff flies out) thould toil and {weat 5 
But Reapers fhould with the fweet Wood-Lark rife, 
And fleep when Phebws mounts the Southern Sktes. 
Happy the Frogs who in the Waters dwell! 
They fuck in Drink for Air, and proudly {well. 


Bb2 Oh 
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Oh niggard Bayliff! we could dine on Beans, 
And fpare your windy Cabbidge, and your Pains, 


Such Songs at once delight us, and improve ; 
But thy fad Ditty , and'thy tale of Love 
Keep for thy Mother, Battas , I advife, 
When ftretch’d and yawning.in her bed the lyes. 


AITH&. 
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A IT H ®&. 
OR THE 
Twelfth IDYLLIUM 
OF 


THEOCRIT US. 


[att 
S Carce three whole days, my lovely Youth, hed 


Since thou and I met here, and parted laft. 
And yet, fo fluggifhly the Minutes flew, 
I thought it Ages till we met anew. 
Gay Youth and Vigour were already fled, 
Already envious Time began to fhed ¢ 
A fnowy White around my drooping Head. 9) 
As to Spring's Bravery ragged Winter yields, 
The hoary Mountains to the {miling Fields - 

Bb 2 
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As by the faithful Shepherd new-yean’d Lambs 
Are much lefs valu'd than their fleecy Damms 5 

As to wild Plumbs the Damfon is preferr'd 5 

As nimble Does out-ftrip the duller Herd 5 

As Maids feem fairer in their blooming Pride, 

Then thofe who Hymen’s Joys have often try’d 5 
As Philomel , when warbling forth her Love, 
Excells the feather’d Quire of ev’ry tuneful Grove : 
So much doft thou all other Youths excell , 

They Speak not, Look not, Love not half fo well! 
Sweeter thy Face! more ravifhing thy Charms! 
No Guett fo welcom to my longing Arms! 

When firft I view’d thofe much lov'd Eyes of thine, 
At diftance and from far encount'ring mine, 

iran, I flew, to meet th’expected Boy 

With all the tranfports of unruly Joy. 


Not 
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Not with fuch eager hafte, fuch fond Defires, 

The Traveller, when fcorch’d by Syrian Fires, 

To fome well-{preading Beache's thade retires. 
O! that fome God would equal Flames impart ! 
And {pread a mutual warmth thro either Heart ! 
‘Till men fhould quote our names for loving weil 5 
And age to age the pleafing Story tell.  [tonguc) 
Two men there were (cry’s fome well meaning 
Whole friendthip equal on Love's Ballance hung : 
(Efprilus one, Astes tother name, 

Both furely fix'd in the Records of Fame) 

Of honeft ancient make and heav'aly mould, 

Such asin good King Saturn's dayes of old ' 
Flourith’'d, and ftamp’d the Age’s name withGold. 
Grant, mighty Jove, that after many a day, 
While we amidit th’ Elyfian Valleys ftray, 

Some welcom Ghoft may this glad Meflage fay, 


Bb4 Your 
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Your Loves, the copious theme of ev'ry tongue, 
Ev’n now with lafting Praife are daily fung 5 
Admuir’d by ai!, but chiefly by the Young. 
But Pray’rs are vain! the ruling Pow'‘rs on high, 
Whate’er I ask, can grant or can deny. 
Inthe mean time thee my due Songs (hall praife, 
Thee the glad matter of my tuneful lays: ie 
Nor fhall the weil meant Verfe a tell-tale Bliiter 
Nay fhou’d you chide, Illcatch the pleafing found, 
Since the {ame Mouth that made,can heal the wound. 
Ye Megarenfiens, who from Nifa’s Shoar 
Plow up the Sea with many a well-tim'd Oar, 
May all your Labours glad Succefs attend : 
You, who to Diocles, that generous Friend, 
Due Honours, and becomng Reverence pay, 
When rowling Years bring on the happy Day. 
Then round his Tomb the crowded Youth refort, 
With Lirs well fitted for the wanton Sport : 

And — 
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And he, whofe pointed Kifs is fweeteft found, 
Returns with Laurels, and frefh Garlands crown’d. 
Happy the Boy that bears the Prize away ! 
Happy, I grant: but O far happier they, 

Who, from the Seats of their much envy’d Bilis, 
Receiv'd the Tribute of each wanton Kits! 
Surely to Genymed their Pray'rs are made, 
That, while the am'rous Strife is warmly plaid, 
He would their Lips with equal Virtues guide 
To thofe which in the faithful Stone refide : 
Whofe touch apply’d, the Artift can explore 
The bafer Mettal from the fhining Ore. 





KH PIO. 
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KHPIOKAETITHD: 
OR THE 
Nineteenth IDYLLIUM 
OF 


THEOCRITUS 





OUpid, the flyeft Rogue alive, 
One day was plundring of a Hive: 
But as with too too eager Hafte 
He {trove the liquid Sweets to tafe, 
A Bee furpriz'd the heedlefs Boy 5 
Prick’d him, and dafh’d th’ expected Joy, 
The Urchin, when he felt the Smart 
Of the envenom‘d angry Dart, 
He kick’d, he flung, he fpurn’d the Ground ; 
He blow’d, and then he chaf’d the Wound: 
He 
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He blow’d and chaf’d the Wound tn vain ! 
The rubbing {till increas'd the pain. 
Straight to his Mothers Lap he hyes, 

With {welling Cheeks, and blubber'd Eyes. 
Cry’s fhe ——W hat does my Cupid ail > 
When thus he told his mournful Tale. 


With yellow Wings; fee , Mother, fee 


A little Bird they call a Bee, 


How it has gor'd, and wounded me! 

And are not you, reply'd his Mother, 

For all the World juft fuch another ? 
Juft fuch another angry thing, 

Like in bulk and like in Sting. 

For when you aim a poysnous Dart, 
Again{t fome poor unwary Heart, 

How little is the Archer found! 

And yet Low wide, how deep the Wound! 


THE 








THE 


Complaint of ARLADNA. 
OUT OF 


CATULLU S. 


The ARGUMENT, 


The Poet in the Epithalamium of Peleus axd The- 
tis, defcribes the Genial Bed , on which was 
wrought the Story of Thefeus and Ariadna , end 
on that occafion makes a long Digreffion , part of 
which is the Subje& of the fallowing Poem. 





Here on th’ extreameft Beach, and fartheft 
T Deferted Ariadna {eem’d to ftand, (Sand 
New wak’d, and raving with her Love fhe flew 
To the dire Shoar, ftom whence fhe might purfue 
With longing Eyes, but all alas in vain! 

The winged Bark o'er the tempeftuous Main 5 
For 
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For bury’d in fallacious Sleep the lay 


While thro’ the Waves falfe Thefews cut hig way, 
Regardlefs of her Fate who fav’d his Youth 5 
Winds bore away his Promife and his Truth: 
Like fome wild Barhanal unmov’d fhe ftood, 
And with fixd Eyes furvey’d the raging Floud. 
There with alternate Waves the Sea does row], 
Nor lefs the tempefts that diftra& her Soul; 
Abandon’d to the Winds her flowing Hair, 

Rage in ber Soul expreft, and wild Defpair : 
Her rifing Breafts with Indignation {well, 

And her loofe Robes. difdainfully repell. 

The fhining Ornaments that dreft her Head, 
When with the glorious Ravifher fhe fled, 

Now at their Miftrefs Feet neglected lay, 

Sport of the wanton Waves that with them play. 
But fhe nor them regards, nor Waves that beat 


Her {nowy Legs, and wound her tender Feet, 


Ul 
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On Thefexs her loft Senfes all atrend, 
And all the Paffions of her Soul depend. 
Long did her weaker Senfe contend in vain, 
She funk at laft beneath the mighty pain: 
With variousills befet, and ftupid grown, 
She loft the Pow’r thofe ills ev’n to bemoan : 
But when the firft Affault, and fierce Surprize 
Were patt, and Grief had found a paflage at her Eyes, 
With cruel hands her {nowy Breaft fhe wounds, 
Thefexs, in vain, through all the Shoar refounds. 
Now urg’d by Love the plunges in the Main, 
And now draws back her tender Feet again: 
Thrice fhe repeats the vain Attempt to wade, 
Thrice Fear and Cold her fhivering Limbs invade. 
Fainting at laft the hung her beauteous Head, 
And fixing on the Shoar her Eyes, the faid, 

Ahcruel Man! and did I leave for thee 
My Parents, Friends, (for thou waft all to me) 

And 
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And is my Love, and is my Faith thus paid; 
Oh Cruelty unheard! a wretched Maid 
Here on a naked Shoar abandon’d, and betray’d ! 
Betray'd to Mifchiefs of which Death’s the leaft, 
And plung’d in ills too great to be expreft. 
Yet the Gods will, the Gods contemn’d by you, 
With Vengeance thy devoted Ship purfue, 
Orrtake thy Sails, and rack thy guilty Breatt, 
And with new Plagues th’ ill-omen’d Flight infeft. 
But tho’ no Pity thy ftern Breaft could move, 
Nor angry Gods, nor il] requited Love, 
Yet fence of Honour fure fhould touch thy Heart, 
And fhame from low, unmanly Flight divert. 
With other Hopes my eafy Faith you fed, | 
A glorious Triumph, and a Nuptial Bed, ' 
But all thofe Joyes with thee alas! are fled. 
Let no vain Woman Vows and Oaths believe, 
Fhey only with more Form and Pomp deceive : 

To 
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To compafs their lewd ends the wretches {wear, 


Of Oaths profufe, nor Gods nor Temples {pare ; 





4 
| 

But when enjoy’d 

Nor broken Vows, nor angry Heav’n they fear. § 

But, O ye Women, warrid by me, be wife, 

Turn their falfe Oaths on them, their Arts, their Lyes, 

Diffemble, fawn, weep, {wear when you betray, 

Defeat the Gamefters at their own foul Play. 

Oh banifht faith! but now from certain Death 

I {natcht the Wretch, and fav‘d his perjur’d breath, 

His Life with my own Brothers blood I bought, 

And Love by fuch a cruel Service fought. 

By Me preferv’d yet Me he does betray, 

And to wild Beafts expofe an eafie Prey ! 

Nor thou of Royal race,nor Humane ftock [Rock 5 

Watt born, but nurs’d by Bears, and iffud from a 

Too plain thou doft thy dire Extraction prove, 

Who Death for Life return'tt , and Hate for Love. 

Yet 
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Yet he fecurely fails! and I in vain 
Recall the fled, and to deaf Rocks complain. 
Unmov'd they ftand ; yet cou’d they fee and hear, 
More Humarte would than Cruel Man appear. 
But I————. 
Muft the fad Pleafure of Compaffion want, 
And dy unheard, and lofe my laft complaint. 
Happy, ye Gods! too happy had I liv’d, 
Had'(t thou, O charming Stranger, ne'er arriv’d 5 
Diffemb!'d Sweetnefs in thy Look does fhine, 
But ah! ch‘inhumane Monfters lurk within. 
What now remains? or whom fhall J implore 
In a wild Ifle, on a deferted Shoar ? 
Shall I return, and beg my Father’s aid ? 
My Father’s ! whom ingrateful I betray’d, 
And with my Brother’s cruel Murderer fled ? 
But, Thefews, Ariada’s, Conftant, Kind, 
Kind as the Seas, and Conftant asthe Wind. 
Ce See! 
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See! wretched Maid, vaft Seas around thee roar, 
And angry Waves beat the refounding Shoar, 
Cut off thy Hopes, and intercept thy Flight, 
No Ship appears to blefs thy Longing Sight. 
The difmal Ife no Humane Footftep bears, 

But a fad Silence doubles all my Fears, 
And Fate in all irs dreadful Shapes appears. 
Ev’n fainting Nature {carce maintains the ftrife 
Betwixt prevailing Death, and yielding Life. 
Yet, eer I dye, revenging Gods Pll call, 

And curfe him firft, and then contented fall. 
Afcend ye Furies then, afcend, and hear 

My laft Complaints, and grant my dying Prayer, 
Which Grief and Rage for ill rewarded Love, 
And the deep fenfe of his Injuftice move : 

Oh fuffer not my lateft Words to flye 
Likecommon Air, and unregarded dye ! 


With 
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With Vengeance his dire Treachery purfue, 

For Vengeance, Goddefles, attends on you, 

Terrour with you, Defpair and Death appear, 

And all the frightful Forms the Guilty fear. 

May his proud Ship by furious Billows toft 

On Rocks, or fome wild Shoar like this be loft 5 

There may he fall, or late recurnmg fee, 

(If fo the Gods, and fo the Fates decree) 

A mournful Houfe, polluted by the Dead, 

And Furies ever wait on his * Inceftuous Bed. 
Fove heard, and did the juft Requeft approve, 


And nodding fhook Earth, Seas, and all the radiant 
Lights above. 


* He carried away her Sifter Phxdva. 


Cc3 THk 
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Roud Exwica, when I advane'd to Kits, 
Laugh’'d loud, and cry’d, How ignorant heis! 
Alas poor Man! dare you, a wretched Swain, 
Lips fuch as thefe, and fuch a Mouth prophane ? 
No: To prevent your ruftick Freedom, know 
They're unacquainted yet with fuch asyou : 
But your foft Lip, your Beard, your horny Fift, 
All charming , and all fuing to be kift, 
Your matted Hair, and your fmooth Chin invite, 
Confpire to make you Lovely to the fight. 
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Ohhow you look, how prettily you play, fay! 

How foft your Words , and what fine things you 

Yet, to prevent Infection, pray be gon, 

Your Neighbourhood ymethinks,isdang'rous grown 5 

Vanith, nor dare to touchme, Ohthe Shame! 

He fmells of the rank Goats from which he came! 
This faid, with Indignation thrice fhe fpit, 

Survey'd me with Difdain from Head to Feet 5 

Then was fierce Rage, and confcious Beauty feen 

In all her Motions, and her haughty Meen. 

She pray’d, as if fhe fome Contagion fear'd, 

Caft a difdainfal Smile, and difappear'd. 

My boyling Blood {prang with my Rage,and {pread 

Over all my burning Face a fiery Red 5 ' 

So Rofesbluth, when night her kindly dew has fhed, 

I rage, Icurfe the haughty Jile, that jeer’d 

My graceful Perfon, and my comely Beard. 


Cc3 Ye 
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Ye Shepherds, Iconjure you, tell me true, 
Has any God caft my old Form anew? 
How am I chang’d? for once a matchlefs Grace 
Shone 1n the charming Features of my Face, 
Like creeping Ivy did my Beard oer grow, 
And my long Hair in untaught Curles did flow. 
My Brows were black, and my large Forehead white, 
My fparkling Eyes fhot forth a radiant Light; 
In fweeteft Words did my foft Language flow, 
As Honey fweet, and foft as falling Snow ; 
When with loud Notes I the thrill Pipe infpir’d, 
The Jift’ning Shepherds all my Skill admir’d 5 
Me all the Virgins on our Mountains love, 


They praife my Beauty, and my flames approve. 


(How nice thefe Town-bred Women are , how 


Such tho’ Iam, yet me, becaufe a Swain, 
Gay Evnica rejected with Difdain. [vain !) 


And 
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And fhe, it {cems, has never heard, or read 

How Bacchus, now a God, a flock once fed. 

Venus her felf.did the Profeffion grace, 

By Love transform’d into a Countrey Lafs, 

The Phrygian fields and woodsher flames can tell, 
And how her ntuch bewail’d Adonis fell. 

How oft on Latmos did the Moon defcend ? 
From her bright Chariot to her Cariaz friend, | 


And abfent from the Sky whole Nights with him 
did {pend ? 


To thining in her Orb prefer her Love, 

Stoop and defert her glorious Seat above ? 

And was not he a Shepherd ? fure he was, 

Yet did not fhe difdain his low Embrace. 

The Gods great Mother too, and greater Jove, 

Their Majefty laid by, eould Shepherds love : 

The Phrygien Groves, and confcious Ida know 

What She for Atys, he for Ganymed could do. 
Cc4 But 





 & 
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But prouder Exwica difdains alone 
What Gods, and greateft Goddefles have done : 
Faircr it feems by much, and greater fhe, 
Than Vepus, Cynthia, or than Cybele. 
Oh my fair Vers, may you neer find one 
Worthy your Love, in Countrey, or in Town, 


But to a Virgin Bed condemn’d,for ever lyealone! 





TO 
L ES BIA. 


OUT OF 


CATULLUS. 


Et's live, my deareft Leshia, and love, 
i The little time that Nature lends improve 5 
In Mirth and Pleafure let us wafte the day, 

Nor care a farthing what old Dotards fay 3 


The 
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The Suns may rife again that once are fet, 

Their ufual Labour, and old Courfe repeat, 

But when our Day's once turn‘ have loft their Light, 
We mutt fleep on one long Eternal Night: 

A thoufand Kifles, Dear, a hundred more, 
Another hundred, Lesbiz, I am poor: 

Another thoufand, Lesbia, and as warm, 

Let every Touch furprize, and prefsing Charm : 
And when repeated thoufands numerous grow 
Well kifs out all again, that none may know 
How many you have lent, and what Iowe: 

While Pil in grofs with eager hafte repay, 

And kifs a long Eternity away. 





TO 
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To LES BI JZ. 


Y Lesbia {wears fhe would Catullus wed, 

Tho’ Jove himfelf thould come and ask her 
True, this fhe {wears by all the Powers above, [Bed 5 
But {he’s a Woman {peaking to her Love : 
That fingle Thought my growing faith Defeats, 
*Tis neceffary for them to be Cheats: 
They mutt be falfe, they muft their Oaths forget, 
So pleafing is the Lech’ry of Deceit 5 
What Women tell their Servants, fade like Dreams, 


And fhould be writ in Air, or running Streams. 





TO 
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To LES BIA. 
A Petition to be freed from LOVE, 


|. Pleafure follows when we think upon 

The good and pious Deeds that we have done : 
That wene’er broke our Oaths,ne’er {trove to cheat, 
Nor Heav'n abus’d to credit a Deceit ; 

Catullus, thou art fafe, and fure to prove 
Long:happy years from this uneafy Love : 


What could be done, or what devoutly faid 
You faid and did, the utmoft Duty paid, 
But all was loft on the ungrateful Maid. 

Then why wilt thou continu’d Pains endure ? 

And when thou may’ft enjoy, defer the Cure ? 
Affert thy Freedom, and thy felf  reftore, 


Though Heaven denys, yet bea Wretch no more: 


"Tis 
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0 SP a ome: 
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Tis Lard a rooted Love to difpoffefs 5 

‘Tis bard, but you may do it if you plea, 

In this thy Safety doth confift alone, 

Or poffible , or not , it muft be done. 

Great Gods, if Pity doth belong to you, 

If you can fave the man whom Fates purfue, 

Look down, if he a Pious Life hath liy’d 

From Love let good Catullus be repriev’d : 

Which like cold numnefs hath my thoughts confin’d, 
And banifh’d Mirth and Humour from my Mind : | 
I do not beg She fhould be Kind at laft, 

Or, what Her Nature will not bear, be Chaft. 

But grant me Freedom. and my Health reftore, 
Gods, thus reward my Goodnels, and I ask no more. 





OVID’ 
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OVIDs Etecties. 
Lib. 2. Eleg. 12 

Riumphant Laurels round my Temples twine, 
T I'm Vidor uow, my dear Curinza’s mine. 
As fhe was hard to get, a careful Spy, 
A Door well barr’d, and jealous Husband’s Eye 
Long time preferv’d her troublefom Chaftity. 
Now I deferve a Crown, I briskly wood, 
And won my Prey without a drop of Blood. 
Twas not a petty Town with Gates and Barrs, 
rhofe little Trophics of our meaner Wars 5 
No ‘twas a Whore, a lovely Whore I took, 
[ won her by a Song, and by a Look. 
When ten years ruind Troy, how mean a Name 
Atrides got >? how {mall a fhare of Fame? 
But none pretends a Part in that I won, 


Fhe Vitt'ry’s mine, the Giory all my own. 
lin 
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Tin this Conqueft was the General, 

The Soldier, Enfign, Horfe, and Foot, and all; 

Fortune and lucky Chance can claim no (hare, 

Come Triumph gotten by my fingle Care. 

I fought, asmoft have done. for MiG&, and Love, 

For Helen Exrope, and all Afa, {trove : 

The Centaurs rudely threw their Tables o’er, 

And fpilt their Wine, and boxt to get a Whore : 

The Trojazs tho’ they once had loft their Troy, 

Yet fought to get their Lord another Joy : 

The Romans too did venture all their Lives, 

And ftoutly fought their Fathers for their Wives, 

For one fair Cow I’ve feen two Bulls ingage, 

Whilft the ftands by and looks, and heats their Rage. 

E’en I (for Cupid fays he'll have it fo.) 

As moft Men are, mutt be his Souldier too. 

Yet I no bloody Conquerour thall prove, 

My Quarrels will be Kindnefs, Wars be Love. 
LIB. 
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Lis. LI. Erecy XVI. 
He invites his Miftrefs inte the Countrey. 


"Me now at 
Their old Delights, but what I want in you : 
Here purling Streams cut thro’ my pleafing Bowers, 


where my Eyescan view 





Adorn my Banks, and raife my drooping Flowers: 

Here Trees with bending Fruit in order ftand, 

Invite my Eye, and tempt my greedy Hand; 

But half the Pleafure of Enjoyment’s gone, 

Since I muft pluck them fingle and alone : 

Why could not Nature’s Kindnefs firft contrive 

That faithful Lovers fhould like Spirits live, 

Mixt in one point, and yet divided ly 

Enjoying an united Liberty ? 

But fince we muft thro’ diftant Regions go, 

Why was not the fame way defign’d for two ? 
One 
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One fingle Care determin‘d ftill for both, 

And the kind Virgin joyn’d the loving Youth ? 
Then fhould I think it pleafant way to go 

O’er Alpine Froft, and trace the Hills of Snow; 
Then fhould I dare to view the horrid Moors, 
And walk the Defarts of the Lybian Shoars 5 
Hear Scylla bark, and fee Charybdis rave, 

Suck in, and vomit out the threatning Wave: 
Fearlefs thro’ all de {teer my feeble Barge, 
Secure and fafe with the Celeftial Charge : 

But now though here my grateful Fields afford 
Choice Fruits to cheer their melancholly Lord 5 
Though here obedient Streams the Gardner leads, 
In narrow Channels thro’ my flowry Beds. 

Tho’ Poplars rife, and {pread a fhady Grove, 
Wherel might lye, my little Life improve, 
And {pend my Minutes ewixt a Mufe and Love. 


¥et 
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Yet thefe contribute little to my Eafe, 
For without you they lofe the Power to pleafe : 
I feem to walk o’er Fields of naked Sand, 
Or tread an antick Maze in Fairy- Land. 
Where frightful Spectres and pale Shades appear, 
And hollow Groans invade my troubled Ear : 
Where ev'ry Breeze, that thro’ my Arbour flies, 
Firft fadly murmurs, and then turns to Sighs: 
The Vines love Elms,what Elms from Vines remove ? 
Then why thould I be parted from my Love ? 
And yet-by me you once devoutly {wore, 
By your own Eyes, thofe Stars that I adore 5 
That ail my Bus’nefs you would make your own, 
And never fuffer me to be alone 5 
But fattislefs Woman naturally deceives, 
Their frequent Oaths are like the falling Leaves, 
Which when a Storm has from the Branches tore, 
Are toft by every Blaft, and {een no more: 

Dd Ye 
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Yet if you will be true, your Vows retrieve, 

Be kind, and I can eafily forgive ; 

Prepare your Coach, to me dire& your Courfe, 
Drive fiercely on , and lafathelazy Horfe; 

And while you rideI will prolong the Day, 

And try the power of Verfe to {mooth your Way: 
Sink down ye Mountains, fink yelofty Hills, 

Ye Valleys be obedient to her Wheels, 

Ye Streams be dry, ye hindring Woods remove, 
’Tis Love that drives, and all muft yield to Love, 





Lis. LIL Erecy IX. 
® Ow Ceres Feaft is come,the Trees are blown 


L 4 And my Corinna now mutt lye alone, 
And why, Good Ceres, mutt thy Featt deftroy, 


Man's chief Delight, and why difturb his Joy? 


The 
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The World efteems you Bountiful and Good 

You led us from the Field, and from the Wood, 

And gave us fruitful Corn, and wholfom food. 

Till then poor wretched Man on Acorns fed ; 

Oaks gave Him Meat, and flowry fields a Bed. 

Firft Ceres made our Wheat and Barley grow, 

And taught us how to Plow and how to Mow: 

Who then can think that the defigns to prove 

Our Piety, by Coldnefs in our Love? 

Or make poor Lovers figh, Lament, and groan, 

Or charge her Votaries to lye alone ? 

For Ceres , tho fhe loves the fruitful fields, 

Yet fometimes feels the force of Love, and yields : 

This Crete can witnefs, (Crete not alwayes lyes,) 

Crete that nurs Jove, and heard his infant Cryes, ; 

There He was fuckled that now rules the Skyes. 

That Jove his Education there receiv’d, 

Will raife her fawe, and make her be believ’d: 
Dda Nay 
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Nay fhe her felf wall never f{trive to hide 

Her Love, ’tis too well known to be deny‘d : 

She faw young Faftws in the Cretan Grove 

Purfue-the Deer, fhe faw, and fell in Love. 

She then percetv'd, when firft the fele the fire, 

On this fide Modefty, on that Defire 

Defire prevail’d, and then the field grew dry, 

The Farmer loft his Crop, and knew not why 5 

When he had toyl'd,manur’d his Grounds,& plow’d, 

Harrow’d his Fields, and broke his Clods, and fow’d, 

No Corn appear’d, none to reward bis Pain, 

Bis Labour and his Wifhes were in vain. 

For Ceres wandred in the Woods and Groves, 

And often heard, and often told her Loves: 

Then Crete alone a fruitful Summer knew, 

Where cer the Goddefs came, a Harveft grew. 

Ida was grey with Corn, the furious Bore 

Grew fat with Wheat, and wondred at the Store: 
The 
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The Cretans with’d that fuch all years would prove, 
They with’d that Ceres would be long in Love. 
Well then, fince then ‘twas hard for you to ly 
Allnight alone, why at your Feaft muft I > 

Why mutt I mourn when you rejoyce to know 
Your Daughter fafe , and Queen of all below ? 

Tis Holy day, and calls for Wine and Love, 

Come let’s the heigth of Mirth and Humour ror 
Thefe Gifts will pleafe our Matter Pow’rs above. 
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OF 


NATURES Cuanees. 
FROM 


LUCRETIUS 
LIB. V. 


— 


By « Perjon of Quality. 





—_—_eouns ew we - eee aware: 


Ince Earth, and Water, more dilated Ar, 
S And attive Fire, mixt Natures Parts appear 5 
Thefe all new form’d, and to Deftrudtion brought , 
Why of the World may not the like be thought ? 
Reafon prefents this Maxim to our view, 

What in each Part, that in the Whole is true: 


And 
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And therefore when you fee, {pring upand fall, 
Natures great Parts, conclude the like of all : 

Know Heav'n and Earth on the fame Laws depend, 
In time they both began, in time hall end. 

But Memmins, not © affume what fome deny; 
The Proof, on plain Experience fhall rely : 

[ll thew, thefe Elements to Change are prone; 
Rife in new Shapes, continue long in none. 

Then firft of Earth 3 conclude that all mutt fail, 
Which diff ring Parts fermenting , can exhale : 
Much the refiected Rays extrac from thence 5 
And from their burning Heat no lefs th’ expence. 
The Duft and Smoak in flying Clouds appear, 
Which boiftrous Winds difperfe through liquid Air 
Some parts diffolve, and flow away in Rain, 

And from their Banks, the rapid Rivers gain. 

A Diminution, nothing e’er efcapes 5 

Which new Exiltence gives, to other Shapes: 
Dd4 Plan’s, 
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Piants, Mincrals, and Concretes, owe their Birth, 
And Antmals their growth, in part, to Earth: 
Then fince from this, all Beings firft did {pring, 
Time, all to this, their common Grave doesbring. 
InthefeExamples, not to mention more, 

Nature does Earth confume, and Earth reftore. 
The Springs, the Rivers, and the Seas are found, 
For Earth's Supply, with Waters to abound ; 
Renew’d, and flowing in continual round. 

Left thefe, increafing, fhould at laft prevail; 

The mighty Ocean, fiercer Winds affail : 

Vatt Shoals of Atoms, thence away they bear, 
And raifing them aloft , transform to Air. 

Much is extracted by the pow’rful Sun, 

More does in fubterranean Channels run: 

la Earth it firft, exceffive Saltnefs fpends 5 

Then to our Springs, and River heads afcends : 


Thefe 
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Thefe in the fruitful Valleys turn and Wind, 
And ftill to new Produdions are inclin‘d. 

And next of Agr 3 which in its vaft extent, 
In Changesinfinite , each hour, is fpent: 
For Air's wide Ocean {till requiring more, 
Fil'd with Effuviums, fhould it not reftore 
The perifh’d Shapes, Tzmse’s Ruines to repatr, 
Long fince, had all things, been difiolv'd to Air. 
From others Lof, its Being it receives; 
To thefe again its changing Subftance leaves: 
So true it is, that Natureebbs and flows; 
And one Part perifhing, anozher grows. 

The Sx the fountain of the glorious Rays, 
Inftead of vanifh'd Light , new Light difplays. 
The Brightnefs of the flying Minute paft, 
Is now obfcur’d, and to new forms dces haft. [near, 
From hence it comes, that whic black Clouds draw 
And banifh’d Sun-jhine, {trait docs difapnear, 

The 
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The Earth's o’er fhadow’'d, as the Storms are driv’n, 
And Rays new darted, are requir’d from Heav’n. 
Vifion would ceafe, (fo foon would Light expsre) 
Without Recruits of bright Etherial Fire, 

In our inferiour and fulphureous Light, 

Of Lamps and Tapers chafing fhades of Night, 
Continu’d fuel feeds the trembling flame 

Which givesthe Light, nor is that Light the fame 
OfSun, of Moon, of Stars, ne‘er think it ftrange 
That they are not fecure from final Change. 

When what fo late did fmile, this inftant dyes, 
And new born Light ftill fhines to mortal Eyes. 


The marble Monuments, for Heroes made, 
And {tately Tow’rs in humble Ruins laid. 
Do Gods their Images from Age fecure ? 


Thus we obferve hard Rocks in time decay'd 5 


Or force thetr Temples alwayes to endure ? 


Thus 
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Thus when you fee old Rocks from Mountains fall, 
By this conclude their fure Original ; 
For were they from Eternity fo plac’d, 
No Chance could ruine them, no Time could waft, 
Next raife your eyes to Earth-furrounding Sphears, 
From which (fay fome ) {pringsall that now appears, 
To which at laft their vanifh’d Parts afcend ; 
Thefe as they’re form'd to Diffolution tend: 
For all things muft in fuch proportion ceafe, 
As they to othet Beings give Increafe. 

But then if no Beginning do’s appear, 
Of Heav’n and Earth, but both Eternal were 5 
Before the T4eban War was e'er proclaim’d, 
Or fatal Siege of Troy-by Homer fam, 
Why did not far more ancient Poets fing 
What Revolutions elder times did bring? 
Such Men, fuch Aas, how in Oblivion drown’d, 
As with immortal Fame might well be crown'd? 

No 
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No great Antiquity the World has prov'd ; 

Eternity from this feems far remov‘d : 

All Arts and Science elfe, would long ago 

Have reach’d Perfection, not now dayly grow. 

No ancient Sailers, e’er like ours did fteer: 

No fuch harmonious Mufick charmd the Ear. 

This nature of the World, not Ages patt 

Was brought to Light, retarded for the laft. 

And thefe Difcoveries ordaind by Fate 

To forraign Climes, I with the firft eranflate. 
But {till if no Beginning you believe, 

Andfay, ’tis eafier for us to conceive, 

Such Confagrations from Sulphureous pow’r, 

As totally did Humane Race deyour : 

Ox gen’ral Earth-quakes did the World confound, 

Or all in mighty Deluges was drown’d 5 

This force of Argument you then increafe, 

That Heav’n and Earth in future time mutt ceafe. 

For 
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For when {uch dreadful Danger threatned All, 


Though Nature then efcap’d a total Fall, 
Grant but the Caufe increas’d, and ’t will not faii, 
Asdid the lefs, o’er all things ta prevail. 
What thews we cannot endlefs Life enjoy, 
But fence of Ils which others did deftroy ? 
If you the Worlds Duration, would extend 
To all Eternity, you muft defend, 
Its folid Subftance is fo firmly bound, 
No Penetration can it ever wound: 
(Minateft Atoms, ‘tis confefs'd are fo, 
But not the Compound which from thefe did grow) 
Or that ‘tis Immaterial you muft prove, 
And what no forcing Agent can remove: 
Or elfe you muft all ambient Space deny 
To which it may diffolv’d, and ruin’! dy: 
(Thus, Univerfal claims Eternals place 
Becaufe it ne'er can pafs t” External ‘oace) 
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But neither is this various Globe {0 fix’d, 
(For much Vacuity is intermix'd) 
Nor is it void of Matter, nor can be 
From threatning Pow’r of Penetration free 5 
And Pow’rs unknown,from boundlefs ambient {pace, 
This prefent {tate of Nature may deface: 
With dreadful Huricanes they may invade, 
And turn to Chaos all that eer was made 5 
Or by fome other means, beyond the reach 
Of Man’s Conception, make the fatal Breach. 
Nor wants there {pace beyond the Spheres of Heav'n 
To which the ruin’d parts may then be driv’na: 
When eer thefe Elements their Manfions leave, 
That vaft Aby{s lyes open to receive. 
From hence to their Beginning you’re directed, 
What Magick Charms have alwayes fo protected. 
That when the finite Parts expiring lye, 
The whole Eternal Ages fhould defy ? 

Then 
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Then fince the World's great Parts at once engage, 
And Civil Wars in its Dominions rage, 

We may forefee their Strife fo long depending, 

At laft in general Subverfion ending. 

Rivers and Seas confum'd, fierce Fires may burn 
Till all their Athes meet in Earth's great Urn. 

Even now they ftrive the Victory to gains 

But ftill the Ocean does the Fight maintain, 

And {well'd with Rivers, hopes by Forces try’d, 

To drown the reft, and fole in Triumph ride. 
This to prevent, the {wift exhaufting Wind, 

And radiant Sun ’gainft liquid Force are joyn’d. 

_ Thus equalin appearance, long they mov'd, 

Each others Strength in mighty Wars they prov‘. 
At laft the Fire, ‘tis faid, did win the Field : 

And Earth did once,o’erwhelm‘d with Watets, yield. 


Long 
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Long fince when Phactow, led by vain Defire, 

To drive the Sun's great Chariot did afpire, 
>Twas then the Wor'd was hazarded by fire. 
With head. {trong force the winged Horfes flew ; 
O’er Earth and Heav’n, the burning Planet drew. 
What then had been the fate of all things here, 

If angry Jove, the daring Chartoteer 

Had not difmounted, by {wift Lightning’s ftroke, 
And fo at once the flaming Progrefs broke ? 
Thus Phaeton {lain was falling to the ground, 
And furious Horfes dragg’d the Chariot round, 
When great Apolo reafham’d the Chair 5 

Reftor'd the Sun that roy‘d throughout the Air; 
With dext’rous force reclaim’d his raging Steeds, 
And to this hour in annual courfe proceeds. 
Greek Poets thus, the Truth with Lyes confound 5 
To waking men, like wandring dreams they found : 


But 
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But though to grace their Morals, they romance, 

True fires did then from Eaft to Weft advance. 

Such Magazines of Sulphur Earth contains, 

Fhat if fome ftronger Agent not reftrains, 

The fuel allinflam’d, and raging high, 

Will n'ere be quench’d tll all in Ruineslye. 

The Water too did, asour Authors tell, 

In Ages paft, to fuch proportion {well, 

That fpacious Empires wholly were deftroy'd : 

The Ocean then had Sov'raign right enjoy'd 5 
_But that fome greater Being, foon arofe, 

From inPnite Space, t’o’ercome th'invading Foes. 


Bright Heav'ns then triumph‘d o’er the vanquith’d 
[fhowrs, 


And falling Floods, proclaim’d prevailing Pow’rs. 





Ee HORACE, 








HORACE, 


ODE 7th, BOOK ath. 
By ax unknown H AN D. 





VU ] Inter’s diffolv’d, behold a Worlds new face! 

| [ grace. 

How grafs the ground, how leaves their branches 
[ yeild, 

That Earth which wou’d not to the plough-fhare 


Is fofter now and eafie to be till'd. 

And frozen ftreams thaw’d by th’ approaching Sun, 
With whifpring murmurs in their channels run : 
The naked Nymphs and Graces dance a round, 
And ore the flowry meadows nimbly bound. 

The Months that run on times immortal wheels, 


The feafons treading on each others heels. 
The 
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The winged hours that {wiftly pafS away, 
And {pightfully confume the {miling Day, 
Tell us, that all things muft with them decay. 
The year rowls round us in aconttant ring, 
And fulrry Summer wafts the milder Spring: 
Whofe hot Meridian quickly overpaft, 
Declines to Autumn, which with bounteous haft 
Comes crown'd with Grapes, but fuddainly ts croft, 
Cold Winter nips his Vintage, with a froft. 
The Moon renews its Orb to fhine more bright 5 
But when Deaths hand puts out our mortal light, 
With us alas ’tis ever ever Night! 
Wich Tals and with Ancus we {hall be, 
And the brave Souls of vanith’d Heroes {ce. 
Who knows if Gods above, who all things {way, 
Will fuffer thee to live another day ? 
Then pleafe thy Genius, and betimes take care, 
To leave but little tothy greedy Heir. 

Ec 2 Ve her 
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When among crouds of Ghofts thou fhalt appear, 
And from the Judge thy fatal fentence hear, 

Not Birth, nor Eloquence, nor Wealth, nor all, 
That thou canft plead can the paft doom recal. 
Diana, though a Goddefs, cannot take 

Her chaft Hippolitws from Lethe’s Lake. 

Perithows bound in fetters muft remain, 


Lhefews no more can break his adamantine chain. 


HORACE, 


The 2d BOOK, ODE the roth. 


Reétins vives Licini, &c 


E mutt all live, and we would all live well, 
But how to do it very few can tell ; 
He fure doth beft who a true mean can keep, 
Nor boldly fails too far into the deep, 
Nor 
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Nor yet too fearfully creeps near the Land, 
And runs the danger of the Rocks and Sand. 
Who to that happy #edinm can attain, 
¢ Who neither feeks for nor difpifes gain, 
¢ Who neither finks too low, nor aims too high, 
He (huns th’ unwholfom Ills of Poverty 5 
And is fecure from envy which attends 
A famptuous Table, and a croud of Friends. 
Their Treacherous height doth the tall Pines expofe, 
To the rude blafts of every Wind that blows. 
And lofty Towers unfortunately high, 
Are near their ruine as they’re near the Sky 5 
And when they fall, what was their pride before, 
Serves only then t increafe their fall the more. 
Who wifely governs and directs his mind, 
Never difpairs, though fortune be unkind 5 
He hopes, and though he finds he hop'd in vain, 
He bears it patiently and hopes again. 
Ee 3 And 
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And if at laft a kinder fate confpires, 

To heap upon him more than he defires; 

He then fufpects the kindnefs he enjoy’s, 

Takesit with thanks, but with fuch care employ’s, 
A; if that Fate, weary of giving more, 

Would once refume what it beftow’d before. 

He finds Mans life, by an Eternal skill, 

Is temper’d equally with good and ill. 

Fate {hapes our Lives, as it divides the Years, 
Hopes are our Summer, and our Winter’s fears 5 
And *tis by an unerring rule decreed, 

That this fhall that alternately fucceed. 

Therefore when Fate’s unkind,dear Friend, be wile, 
And bear its ills without the leaft furprife. 

The more you are opprefs'd bear up the more, 
Weather the Tempeft till its rage be o’re. 

Buc if too profperous and too ftrong a gale, 


Should rather ruffle than juft fill your Sail , 
Leflen 
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Leffen it, and let it take but fo.much Wind, 
As is proportion’d to the courfe defign’d 5 
“For ‘tis the greateft part of humane skill, 
“To ufe good fortune and to bear our ill. 








HORACE; 
18th Epiftle, the 1ft BOOK 


Si bene te novi, &c. 


[ know 5 
: Who doth fo well the Law’s of Fnendfhip 


I'm fare you mean the kindnefs you profess, 


1° Friend, for farely I may call him fo, 


And tobe loved by you's a happine‘s 5 
Not like him who with Eloqueatce and nin, 


The {pecious title of a Friend Vo 22°75 | 


o os *. 
la A f 2 
. . mt4 we 
‘ 
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And the next day to pleafe fome Man of fence, 


Break’s jefts at his deluded Friends expence 5 
As Jilts who by a quick compendious way, 


To gain new Lovers, do the old betray. 


There is an other failing of the mind, 

Equal to this, of a quite different kind, 

I mean that rude uncultivated skill, 

Which fome have got of ufing all Men ill 5 

Out of a zealous and unhewn pretence 

Of freedom and a virtuous innocence 5 

Who ’caufe they cannot fawn, betray nor cheat, 
Think they may pufh and juftle all they meet, 

And blame what e’re they fee, complain, and brawl, 
And think their virtues makeamends for all. 

They nei:her comb their Head, nor wafh their Face, 
But think thir virtuous naftinefs a grace 5 

When as true virtue in a sedinm lies, 


And rhatto turn to either Hand’s a vice. 
Others 
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Others there are who too obfequious grown, 


Live more for others pleafure than their owns 
Applauding whatfoe're they hear or fee, 

By a too naufeous civility ; 

And if a Man of Title or Eftate, 

Doth fome f{trange ftory, true or falfe, relate ; 
Obfequioufly they cringe and vouch it all, 
Repeat his Words, and catch them as they fall 5 
As School Boys follow what the Mafters fay, 
Or like an Aor prompted in a Play. 


Some Men there are 0 full of their own Sence, 
They take the leaft difpute for an offence. 

And if fome wifer Friend their heat reftrains, 
And fays the fubje& isnot worth the pains 5 
Straight they reply, what I have faid 1s true, 
And I’le defend it againft him and you 5 

And if he ftill dares fay “tis not, le dye, 


- Rather than not maintain he fay’s a lye. 


Now 
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Now, would you fee from whence thefe heats arife, 
And where th’ important contradiction lies; 

"Tis but to know if, when a Client's preft, 

S or W——— plead’s his Caufe the beft: 
Or if to Windfor he moft minutes gains, 

Who goes by Colebrook, or who goes by Staéns 5 





Who fpends his Wealth in Pleafure, and at Play, 
And yet affects to be well cloath’d and gay, 

And comes to want; and yet dreadsnothing more, 
Than to be thought neceffitous and poor : 

Him his rich Kinfman 1s afraid to fee, 

Shuns like a Burthen to the Family 5 

And rails at vices, which have made him poor, 
Though he himfelf perhaps hath many more : 
Ortells him wifely, Coufin have a care 

And your Expences with your Rents compare 5 
Since you inherit but a {mall E(tate, 


Your vieafures, Coufin, mult be moderate. 
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Iknow, you think to huff, and live like me, 
Coufin, my wealth fupports my vanity. 

But they, who ‘ve Wit and not Eftate enough, 
Mutt cut their Coat according to their Stuff; 
Therefore forbear taffec% equality, 


Forget you ‘ve {uch a foolifh Friend as me. 


There was a Courtier, who to punith thofe, 
Who, though below him, he believed his foes 5 
And more effedually to vent his rage, 

Sent them fine Cloaths and a new Equipage; 
For then the foolifh Sparks couragious grown, 
Set up for roaring Bully’s of the Town; 
Mutt go to Plays, and in the Boxes fit, 

Then to a Whore, and live like Men of Wit; 
Till at the laft their Coach and Horfes f{pent, 
Their Cloaths grown dirty, and their Ribons rent: 
Their fortune changed their appetite the fame, 
And ’tis too late their Folly’s to reclaim. 


They 
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They muft tarn Porters, orin Taverns watt, 
And buy their pleafures at a cheaper rate 5 
And ‘midft their dirty Miftreffes and Wifes, 
Lead out thereft of their miftaken lives. 


Never be too inquifitive to find 

The hidden fecrets of anothers mind, 

For when you’ve torn one fecret from his Breaft, 
You run great rifque of loofing all the reft 5 

And if he thould unimportun’d impart 

His fecret thoughts, and truft you with his Heart , 
Let not your drinking, anger, pride or luft, 


Ever invite you to betray the truft. 


Firft never praife your own defigns, and then 
Ne’re leffen the defigns of other Men 5 

Nor when aFriend invites you any where, 
To fett a Partridge, or to chafe a Hare, 

Beg ‘:e'd excufe you for this once, and fay, 
You muft go home, and ftudy all the day. 
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So ‘twasthat once Avsphion jealous grown, 
That Zethws lov'd no pleafure’s but his own; 
Was forced to give his Brothers friendthip o’re, 
Or to refolve to touch his Lyre no more; 
He chofethe fafeft and the wifeft way, 
And to oblige his Brother, left his Play. 
Do you the fame, and for the felf fame end, 
Obey your civil importuning Friend 5 
And when he leads his Dogs into the plain, 
Quit your untimely labours of the Brain, 
And leave your ferious Studies, that you may 
Sup with an equal pleafure on the prey. 
Hunting’s an old and honourable {port, 
Loved inthe Country, and efteem’d at Court 5 
Healthful to th’ Body, pleafing to the Eye, 
And practifed by our old Nobility : 
Who fee you love the pleafures they admire, 
Will equally approve what you defire 

Such 


430 ‘Th SECOND PART. 





Such condefcention will more Friendthip gain, 
Than the beft rules, which your wife Books contain. 


Talk not of others lives, or have a care 
Of whom you talk, to whom, and what, and where ; 
For you don’t only wound the Man you blame, 
But all mankind, who will expect the fame. 
Shun all inquifitive and curious Men, 
For what they hear they will relate again 5 
And he who hath impatient craving Ears, 
Hath a loofe Tongue to utter all he hears 5 
{ fram‘d, 
And Words like th’ moving Air of which they're 
When once let loofe, can never be reclaim'd. 


Where you 've accefs to a rich powerful Man, 
Govern your mind with all the care you can3 
And be not by your foolith luft betray’d, 

To court his Coufin, or debauch his Maid : 
Leaft with alittle Portion, and the pride 


Of being to the Family allyed; H 
e 
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He gives you either, with which bounty bleft, 
You mutt quic all pretentions to the reft 5 

Or leaft incens’d at ycur attempt, and grieved, 
You fhould abufe the kindnefs you received 5 
He coldly thwarts your impotent defire, 

Till you at laft choofe rather to retire, 

Than tempt bis anger any more, and fo 

Loofe a great Patron, and a Miftre(s too. 


Next have a care, what Men you recommend, 

To th’ fervice or efteem of your rich Friend 5 
Leaft for his fervice or efteem unfit, 

They load you with the faults, which they commit. 
But as the wifeft Men with all their skill 

May be deceived, and place their Friendftip ul: 

So when you fee you ‘ve err’d, you muft refufe 

To defend thofe whom their own. crimes accufe. 
But if through envy of malicious Men, 


They be accufed, you mutt protect them then, 
And 
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And plead their Caufe your felf, for when you fee 
Him you commend, attack’d with infamy, 

Know that ‘tis you they hate, when him they blame; 
Him they have wounded, but at you they aim; 
And when your Neighbours Houfe is fet on fire, 
You muft his fafety as your own confpire. 

Such hidden fires though in the Suburbs caft, 
Neglected, may confume the Town at laft. 


They who do n't know the dangers, which attend 
The glittering Court of a rich powerful Friend 5 
Love no Eftate fo much, and think they’re bleft, 
When they but make aLeg amongft the reft 5 

But they who’ve try'd it, and with pradent care 
Do all its honours, and its tlls compare, 

Fear to engage, leaft with their time and pain, 
They loofe more pleafure, than they hoped to gain. 


See you, that while your Veffel's under Sail, 


You make your beft advantage of the Gales 
Leaft 
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Leaftthe Wind changes, and fome f{tormy rain 
Should throw you back to your firft Port again. 
You muft endeavour to difpofe your mind 

To pleafe all humours of a different kind; 
Whofe temper’s ferious, and their humour fad, 
They think all blithe and merry Men are mad 5 
They who are merry, and whofe humour’s free, 
Abhor a fad and ferious gravity ; 

They who are flow and heavy cann’t admit, 
The Friendfhip of a quick and ready Wit 5 
The Slothful hate the bufie adtive Men, 

And are detefted by the fame again. 


They who's free humour prompts them to be gay, 
To Drink all Night, and Revel all the Day3 
Abhor the Man, that can his Cups refufe, 

Though his untimely virtue to excufe ; 

He {wears that one fuch merry drinking Feaft, 


Would make him fick for a whole Week at leatt. 
Ff Sufier 
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Suffer no Cloud to dwell apos your Brow, 
The modeft Men are thought obfoure and lew 3 
And they, who an affected filence keep, 

Are thought to be too rigid, fower.and deep, 


Amongft all other things do not omit 

To fearch the Writings of great Men of Wie, 
And in the converfation of the Wife, 

In what true happinefs and pleafure lyes 5 

Which are the fafeft rulesto live at eafe, 

And the beft way to make all fartunes pleafe, 
Leaft through the craving hopes of gaining mure, 
And fear of loofing what you gain’d before : 
Your poor unfatisfied mifguided mind, 

Toneedy wifhes, and falfe joys confin’d 

Puts its free boundlefs fearching thoughts in chains, 
And where it fought its pleafure find’s it pains 5 

If virtuous thoughts, andif a prudent Heart 


Be given by nature, or obtain’d by Art. 
What 
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What leffens cares, the minds uneafie pain, 
And reconciles us to our felves again; 
Which doth the trueft happinefs create, 
Unblemifh'd Honour, or a great Eftate 5 
Or a fafe private quiet, which betrays 


It felf to eafe, and cheats away the days. 





When Tam at 
Hath placed my little moderate Eftate, 


—— where my kind fate 


Where natut’s care hath equally employ’d, 
Its inward Treafures, and its outward Prides 
What thoughts d’ye think thofe eafie Joy’s infpire > 
What do you think I covet and defire > 
‘Tis, that I may but undifturb’d poflets, 
The littl’ I have, and if Heaven pleafes, lefss 
That I to Nature and my felf may give, 
The little time that I have left to lives 
Some Book’sin which I fome new thoughts may find, 
To entertain, and to refrefh my mind 5 

Rfa Some 
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Some Horfes, which may help me to partake 

The lawful pleafures which the feafons make; 

An eafie plenty, which at leaft may {pare 

The frugal pains of a Domertick care 5 

A Friend, if that a faithful Friend there be, 

Who can love fuch an idle life, and me; 

Then Heav’n, give me but life and health, Ple find 
A grateful Soul, and a contented Mind. 








HORACE; 


Saty. 2. Lib. 1. 





By Mr. STAFFORD. 





i Was at firft, a piece of Figtree wood, 
And long an honeft Joyner, pondring ftood, 
Whether 
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Whether he fhould employ his fhaping Tool, 
To make a God of me, or a Joint{tool ; 

Each knob he weigh’d, on every inch did plod, 
And rather chofe to turn me to a God : 

As a Priapys hence I grew adord, 

The fear of every Thief, and every bird. 

The Raskals from their pilfring tricks defift, 
And dread each wooden Finger of my fit. 
The Reeds ftuck in my cap the Peckers fright, 
From our new Orchards far they take their tame 
And dare not touch a Pippin in my fight. 

When any of the rabble did deceafe, 

They brought ‘em to this place to {tink in peace. 
Unnoifom here the fnuffs of Rogues went out, 
*Twasonce a common grave for all the rout. 
Loofe Nomentanus left his riots here, 

And lewd Pantalabus forgot to jecr- 


Ff 3 Nor 
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Nor in thefe pit-holes might they put a bone, 
Cou'd lye beneath a dunghil of it’s own. 
But now the ground for Slaves no more they tear, 
Sweet are the Walks, and vital is the Air: 
Myrtle and Orange groves the Eye delight, 
Where Sculls and Shanks did mix a ghattly fight. 
While here I {tand, the Guardian of the Trees, 
Not all the Jays are half the grievances, 
As are thofe Hags, who diligent in ill, 
Areeither poy{ning or bewitching ftill. 
Thefe I can neither hurt nor terrifie, 
But every Night, when once the Moonis high, 
They haunt thefe Allies with their fhriekes & groans, 
And pick up baneful Herbs, and humane Bones, 
I faw Canidia here, her feet were bare, 
Black were her Robes, and loofe her flaky Hair 5 
With her fierce Sagawa went {talking round, 
Theirhideous howlings fhook the trembling ground, 


A 
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A palenefs, cafting horror round the place, 
Sat dead, and terrible on eithers Face. 
Their impious trunks upon the Earth they caft, 
And dug it with their Nails in frantick hafte. 
A coleblack Lamb then with their Teeth they tore, 
And inthe pit they pour'd the reeking gore : 
By this they force the tortur’d Ghofts from Hell, 
And anfwers to their wilde demands.compel. 
Two Images they brought of Wax, and Wool, 
The Waxen was alittle puling foo! : 
A chidden Image ready ftill to skip, 
When’ere the woollen one but {napt his whip. 
On Hecate allou’d this beldam calls, 
Tifiphone as\ou’d the other baw!s. 
A thoufand Serpents hiftd upon the ground, 
And Hell-hounds compas’d all the Gardens rounc. 
Behind the Tombs to fhun the horrid fight, 
The Moon skulk’d down, or out of {hame or fright. 
Ff 4 May 
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Ta a ee ee 
May every Crow, and Cuckow, if Ilye, 


Aim at my Crown as often as they flye : 
And never mifs a dabbe tho n’ere fo high, 
May villain Fwléae, and his raskal crew, 
Ufe me with jntt fuch Ceremony too. 

But how much time and patience wou'd it colt, 
To tell the Gabblings of each Hag and Ghoft? 
Or how the Earth the ugly Beldame {crapes, 

And hides the Beards of Wolves,& Teeth of Snakes. 
While on the Fire the waxen Image fries. 

Vext to the Heart to fee their Sorceries, 

MyEars torn with their bellowing Sprights,my Guts, 

My Figtree Bowels, wambled at the Sluts. 

Mad for revenge I gather‘d all my Wind, 

And bounc'd like fifty bladders, from behind. 
Scar'd with the moife they {cudd away to Town, 


While Suzana's falfe hair comes dropping down: 


Canidia 
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Canidiatambles o’re, for want of breath, 

And fcatters from her Jaws her fet of Teeth; 

I almoft burft to fee their labours croft, 

Their Bones, their Herbs, and all their Devils loft. 








OVID. Amorum. 
Lib. 2. El. 4. 


That he loves Wemen of all forts and fizes. 


LL blots I cannot from my manners wipe, 
A Nor fay I walk uprightly when I flip. 
Prefs’d with my faults I to confeffion fall, 

In pain, and mad till I lay open all. 

I fin, and I repent ; rub off the {Core, 

And then, like wild, I dip agen for more. 

Icannotrule my felf, like Pinnacetoft 

In Storms, the Rudder gone, and Compa loft. 
Na 
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No certain (hape or features ftint my mind, 
I ftill for love a thoufand reafons find. 
Here one commends my verfe, in equity 
If I pleafe her, the furely pleafes me: 
But if malicious witty things fhe faid, 
I think how fhe wou'd repartee in bed. 
If artlefs fhe, my Heart on Nature doats 5 
If learn’d, I long tobe conferring notes. 
If no great fenfe or parts the Damfel fhow, 
Still I conclude fhe wants it not below. 
Do looks demure the inward {park conceal > 
She deals by Great that can diffemble well. 
Or is fhe Free and forward to engage, 
I hate fatigue, I am not for a fiege. 
The meek and mild my fure affections keep, 
Yet love a fhrew, becaufe fhe is no Sheep. 
Does jhe look pale? I fancy whence it came 5 
Is fhe a Rofe>? Asfure am [a flame. 

That 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. 443 


That living Snow my paffion ftrangely warms, 
And ftraight I wifh her melting in mine Arms, 
The tall appears Heroick to the Eye, 

Yet ner fo {mall fhe were enough for me. 

If little, then I think how quick the moves, 

If large, who wou'd not roul in what he loves? 
Lean Skeleton my fancy never fnubs; 

But is fhe plump ? ’Tis then my pretty fubs. 





And doubtlefs one may find convenient fport, 
Wich either fat or lean, or long or (hort. 
Ilike the mincing gate; and yet if wide 

She f{teps, O then I love her for her ftride. 
That waddle wasa grace in Montefpan, 

Thefe drowfie Eyes are perfed C 
With yellow curles Asrora pleas'd her fop, 

And Leda ( Fove well faw) wasblack a —top: 
The black or yellow to my mind agree, 

My love will fute with every Hiftory. 





Widow, 
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Widow, or Wife, I’m for a pad that’s way’ds 
If Virgin, Oh! who woud not love a Maid ? 
If fhe be young, I take her in the nick 3 

If the has age, fhe helps it with a trick. 

If nothing charms me in her wit or face, 

She has her fiddle in fome other place. 

Come every fort and fize, the great or {mall, 
My love will find a tally for ’um all. 








ELEGY (11.) Lib.5. De Trift. 


Ovid complains of bis three years 
Banifhment. 


Ondemn'd to Ponts, tir'd with endlefs toil, 
C Since Banith’d Ovid left his native foil, 
Thrice has the frozen Ifter ftood, and thrice 


The Exxcize Sea been cover'd o're with ice. 
Ten 
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Ten tedious years of Seige the Trojans bore, 
But count my forrow I have fuffer'd more : 
For me alone old Chronse {tops his gla&, 
For years like ages flowly feem to pafs: 
Long days diminith not my nightly care, 
Both Night and Day their equal portion fhare. 
The courfe of nature fure is chang’d with me, 
And all is endlef&, as my mifery. 
Do time and Heav'n their common motion keep, 
Or arethe Fates, that {pin my thred, a fleep? 
In Euxine Pontus here hide my Face, 
How good the Name! but oh how bad the place! 
The people round about us threaten War, 
Who live by fpoils, and Thieves or Pyrates are: 
No living thing can here protection have, 
Nay fcarce the dead are quiet in their grave, 
For here are Birds as well as Men of prey, 
That fwiftly foatch unfeen the Limbs away. 
Dart 
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Darts are flung at us by the neighb’ring foe, 

Which oftentimes we gather as we go, 

He who dares Plough (but few there are who dare) 

Muft arm himfelf asif he went to War. 

The Sheepherd puts his Helmet on to keep, 

Not from the Wolves but Enemies, his Sheep: 

While mournfully he tunes his rural Mufe, 

One Foe the Sheepherd and his Sheep perfues. 

The Caftle which the fafeft place fhou'd be 

Within, from cruel tumultsis not free. 

Of't dire contentions put me ina fright, 

The rude Inhabitants with Greciass fight. 

In one abode amongft a barb’rous rout 

Llive, but when they pleafe they thruft me out: 

My hatred to thefe Brutes takes from my fear, 

For they are like the Beafts whofe skinsthey wear. 

Ev'n thofe who as we think were bornin Greece, 

Wrap themfelves up in Rugs and Perfes Frize 5 
They 
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They eafily each other underftand, 

But. alasam forc’d to fpeak by band! 
Ev'nto thefe Men (if Imay call ’em fo) 
Who neither what is right or reafon know 
Ia Barbarian am ; hard fate to fee 

When I {peak Latine how they laugh at me! 
Perhaps they falfly add to my difgrace, 

Or cal] me wretched Exile to my Face. 
Befides the cruel Sword ‘gainft Natures Laws, 
Cuts off the Innocent without a caufe. 

The Market-place by lawlefs Arms pofleft, 
Has flaughter-houfes both for Man and Beaft. 
Now, O ye fates, ’tis time to {top my breath, 
And fhorten my misfortunes by my death. 
How hard my fentence is to live among 

A cut-throat, barb’rous,and unruly throng 5 


But 
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But to leave you, my Friends, aharderdoom, . 
Though banifh’d here, I left my Heart at Rome, 
Alas I left it where I cannot come! 

To be forbid the City, I confe6, 

That were but juft, my crime deferves no lef. 

A place fo diftant from my native Air, 

Is more than I deferve, or long can bear. 

Why do I mourn? The fate Ihere attend 

Is a leG grief than Ce/er to offend ! 


AN 


449 








OD E. 


Sung before the KING on 
New- Y ears-Day. 


Rife Great Monarch, fee the joyful day, 
/ \ Dreft in the glories-of the Eaft, 


Prefumes to interrupt your Sacred reft. 
Never did Night more willingly give way, 
Or Morn more chearfully appear, 
Big with the mighty tidings of a New born Year, 
IL 
Bleft be that Sun who in times fruitful Womb, 
Was to this noble Embaffie defign’d, 


Gg To 
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To Head the Golden Troops.of days to come, 
Nor lag’d inglorioufly behind, 

Ignobly in thelaft years Throng to rife and fet. 
In this ’tishappier far than May, 

Since toadd Years is greater than to give a day. 

Chorus. 

Ob way the happy days encreafe, 
With Spoils of War, and Wealth of Peace. 
Gill time and age fhall fvallow'd be, 
Loft in vaft Eternity. 
May Charles x’ere quit his facred Throne, 
Himpelf fucceed himfelf alone. 
And to lengthen ont his time, 
Take, God, from us and give to him. 
That fo eac.: World a Charles may know, 


Father above and Son below, 


III. Haarlkk 
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Heark the Jocund Sphears renew 
Their cheerful and melodious Song, 
While the glad Gods are pleas’d to view 
The rich and painted throng 
Of happy days in their fair order march along. 
Move on, ye profperous hours, move on, 
Finifh your Courfe fo well begun 5 
Let no ill omen dare prophane 
Your beautious and harmonious train, 
Or Jealoufies or foolith fears difturb you as you runs 
iV. 
See mighty Charles, how all the minutes prefs, 
Each longing which fhall firft appear, 
Since in this renowned year, 
Not one but feels a fecret happinefs, 
As big with new events and fome unheard fuccefs: 


Gg 2 See 


452 ‘The SECOND PART 





See how our troubles vanith, fee 
How the tumultuous Tribes agree. 
Propitious Winds bear all our griefs away, 
And Peace clears up the Troubled day. 
Not a wrinkle, not a Scar 
Of faction or difhoneft- War, 
But Pomps and Triumphs deck the Noble Kalexdar. 





Cron the late Ingenious Tranflation 
of PERE SIMON'S Cri- 
tical Hiftory, By H. D. Lfq; 


E all Heavens Judgments thae was fure the 
L worft, 
When our bold Fathers were at Babel curft: 


Man, to whofe race this glorious Orb was giv'n, 


Natures lov’d Darling, and the Joy of Heav’n, 
Whole 
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Whofe pow’rful voice the fubje& World obey’d, 
And God's were pleas’d with the difcourfe he made, 
He who before did ev’ry form excel, 
Beneath the moft ignoble Creature fell: 
Ev'ry vile beaft thro’ the wide Earth can rove, 
And, where the fence invites, declare his love: 
Sounds Inarticulate move thro: all the race; 
And one fhort Language fervesforev’ry place: 
But, fuch a price did that prefumption coft, 
That half our lives in trifling words are loft. 
Nor can their utmoft force and power, exprefs 
The Soul's Ideas in their Native drefs. 
Knowledge, that godlike Orn‘ment of the mind, 
To the {mall fpot, where it is born’s confind. 
But He, brave Youth, the toylfom Fate repeals, 
While his learn’d pen myfterious Truth reveals, 
So did, of old, the cloven Tongues defcend 5 
And Heay'os Commands to ev'ry Ear extend. 

Gg 3 And 
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And ’cwas but juft that all th’aftonith’d throng 
Shou’d underftand the Galsleans Tongue. 
Gods facred Law was for all Ijrael made 3 
And, in plain terms, to ev'ry Tribe difplay’d. 
On Marble Pillars, his Almighty Hands 
In Letters large, writ the divine commands: 
But fcarce they were fo much in pieces broke 
When Mojes wrath the people did provoke, 
As has the facred cowl been torn and rent, 
T explain what the Alwife Dictator meant. 
But now, Cour Egypt the great Prophet’s come 3 __ 
And Eloquent Acroz tells the Joyful doom. 
From the worft flavery at laft we’ar free'd, 
And fhall no more, with {tripes from error, bleed ; 
The learned Si#son has th’ hard task fubdu’d 5 
And holy Tables the third time renew’d. 
Sinai be blefs'd where was receiv'd the Law, 
That ought to keep the Rebel World in aw 5 
And 
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And blefs’d be He that taught us to invoke 
God's awful Name, as God to Mofes fpoke. 
Nor do’s he merit lefs, who cou’d fo well 
From foreign Language his great dictates tell: 
In our cold clime the pregnant Soul lay hid 5 
No virtual power mov’d the prolyfick feed, 
Till his kind genial heat preferv'd ic warm 3 
And to perfection wrought the noble form. 
Never did yet arive fo vafta ftore 
Of folid Learning on the Briti/b thore ; 
T’ export it thence has been the greateft Trade 5 
But He, at laft, a full return has made. 
Raife up, ye tuneful Bards, your voices raife, 
And crown his Head with never dying praife: 
And all ye Nisrods mighty Sons rejoice, 
While ev’ry Workman knows the builders voice. 
In Shizars plain, the lofty Tow'r may rife, 
Till its vaft Head fuftain the bending skies: 

Gg 4 In 
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In its own Nature Truth tsfo Divine, 

No facred Pow’rsoppofe this great defign 5 

So dark a veil obfcur’d her rev’rend Head, 

The wifett Travers knew not where ro tread, 
Bijad ealand mad Enthufiafts fhew'd the way, 
While wand'ring Meteors led their Eyes aftray 5 
Thro’ the dark Maze, without a Clue, they rams 
And, at Beft, ended where they firft began : 

But now at laft we’ar brought fo near her Throne, 


At the next ftep the glorious Crown’s our own. 


Horti 
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Hori ARLINGTONIANL 
AD 


Clariffimum Dominum, H. enricum, 
Comitem Arlingtonie, &c. 





Agnificos propter faltus, &» avita Jacobi 
Mexia, que faciunt commercia duplicie aule, 
Ac Ducis ac Divi nomen commune tuetnr, 

Surgunt cotilibus feccinda palatia muris : 

Rue pofita ad Lephyrumy adiis fol igneus aureis, 
Ieftrat moriente die, nafcente falutat. 

Eximsiams interes molem msirantur exntes, 

Vulgufqs, Procerefq, : caducos plorat honores 

Anlicus, O rerum faftigia lubrica damnat 5 
Felicemq; vocat Dominum, cui tempora vite 


Labuntur veriis anle inconcuffa procelis. 
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Et quamvis procul baud abfint, tum plebis inique 
Imsproba garrulitas,tum clamor G ambitus aula, 
Circumfufa quies, » pax incognita Magnis! 
Hic placide regnant; G» veruns fimplice cultu, 
Propofitiqs tenax virtus, GO» peckus honeftum. 
Namq;ubi prima diem furgens Aurora reducit, 
Et matutine {udant {ub roribus herbe, 
Nulla volans fumante viame rota turbine ver{at, 
Crebra putres fonite nec verberat ungula glebas: 
Hinc procul imbelles perfultant pabula Dame, 
Asq; pii placidos curant dulcedine fetus 3 
Inde, loquax ripas G aquofa cubilia linquens 
Fertur Anas, madidis irrorans ethera pennis, 

Vos O Pierides molli tefindine Muja, 
Dicite pulchricomis depittnm floribus hortum: 
Nullus abeft cui duleis honos, quem mille pererrant 
Formofe Veneres, pharetrigq; Cupido tuetur. 
Non illum Alcinoi floreta, aut Theffala Tempe 

Exuperant 
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Exxperant, quanquam hec qui fingunt omnia, Vates 
Mendaci {ublime ferant ad fydera cantn. 

Areaq;,in medio eft multum {pet abilis horto, 
Ordinibus raris palorum obdutta, tuentum 
Letificans oculos ac dona latentia prodens: 

Nempe hec per {patia flores tran{mittit iniqua 
Diftindos variis maculis, G» fuave rubentes. 

Non illic viola, neq; candida lilia defunt : 
Parva loquor: quicquid noftro Dews invidct orbi, 
Hic viget, G» quicquid tepidi vicinia folis 

Letior Hejperiis educit germen in arvis. 

Qualia fepeinter moriens floreta Cupido 

Conjugis eterno jacuit devintkus amore ; 

Te folams cupicns, in Te pulcherrima P{yche 
Arfit, C» hen propriis fixit precordia telis ! 

Nec fine nomine erunt myrteia,nec aurca Poma, 
Que quoniam calido naftuntur plurima celo 
Et bruvsas indotta pati nimbofq; ruentes, 

Nee 
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Nec fas hic teneros ramorum effundere fetus : 

Protinus bybernis clanduntur ab ethere tedtis 

Spirante/q; premunt aninmas, ne pomea caduca 

Vel glacies ledat, teneras vel frigora myrtos: 

Ing; novos foles andent fe credere, wolles 

Ut captent Zephyros impune, ac lumen amicus. 
Nee Te preteream, tenebris qua dives opacts 


Sylva vires, vento motis perausabilis uuebris: 
Hic magnus labor ille & inextricabilis error, 
Per queme mille viis errantems Thefea duxit, 


Ab nimis infelix per fila fequentia virgo! 
Securit bic teneroludunt in gramine amantes 5 
Nec reperire viam curant, ubi lumina vefper 
Deficiente die accendit 5 fed longiws ipfam 
Hic fecum placidé cupiunt confumere nockem : 
Du fuper arboreos modulans Lufcinia ramos, 
Dulce melos iterat,tenerofq; invitat amores. 


Quinetiam extrento furgit conterminus horto 


Mons felix, albis quem circum Geffamis ornat 
Floribme 
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Floribws, ac letas dat preterenntibws nmbras. 
Func fuper afcendit turb comitantevirum Rex 
Auguftws, Procerefqne caput fupereminet ommes 5 
Atque pedems proper ans graditur, veftigia volvens 
Grandia, nec fere memiuit decedere notti, 
Omnibus ante oculos divini ruris imago, 

Et fincera qnies operum, rerumque nitefcit 
Incorruptus bonos, c» nefcia fallere vite. 

Nee non hic folus placidi fuper ardua montis, 
Clare Comves.tecum meditaris,mente fereni 
Munera Dedalee natures aninufque recedit 
In loca facra,fugitque procul contagia mundi, 
Defpicere unde queas neiféros, paffimane videre 
Mortalesvite fubenmtes mille pericla ; 

Continud inter fe witi preftante labore, 
Divitiis inkiare G» habenas fumere rerum; 
Detxrbare throno Regem, magnalque aliornm 
Fortunas ambire, ac nigris fervere curic. 


Duns 
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Dum Tu, Magne Comes, sinini (ine parte dolorie, 

Profpicis ex alto viridantes gramine faltus : 

Ondique confluxam kinc turban, laxtifque crepantes 

Sub pedibus cochleas, teneras queis fibula dives 

Connectit foleas, gemmis imitantibus ignes 

Inde lacus luftras, puroque canalia rivo 

Lucida, magnificam neque lumen nidat ad aulam. 
Inter Purpureos, Regi gratiffime Patres, 

O Dinm, fidumque Caput, venerabile gentis 

Prefidium! O magnos jamdudum exate labores | 

Sapins bic tecum placido fpatieris in horto, 

Lraducens faciles, fed non inglorins annos 3 

Et vitam findiis florentem nobilis Oti ! 

Dam timor omnis abet, cureque incendia Ind wu, 

Nec Tibi vel telis audet fortuna nocere, 

Vel firuere infidias Canis. Tibi libera tranfis 

Tempore, C» accedis tantumse non bofpes ad alam, 

O felix animi, Quem non ratione relittd, 


Spes 
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Spes elata trabit landumaque arreita cupido 3 


Nec mifere infomsnes cogunt difperdere notes! 

At fecura gnies, anime divina voluptas, 

Mitiaque emeritam folantur fata fenetham. 

Unica Regali connubit filia ftirpi, 

Anglia quas habuit pulcbris pralata puellis. 

Que polcis meliova Deos ? que pondere vafto 

Corruit afta domus, flamme fecura minacis 

Ecce ftat, ¢ tantis major meliorqne ruinis ! 
Scilicet banc rerum alma Parens, ut vidit ab alta 

Nabe Venus; circum divini colla Mariti 

Fafa feper, rofeoque arridens fuaviter ore, 

Sic Divnms alloguitur : Noftros dele#at ocellos 

Pulchra domus, fevis olim confumpta favillis : 

Ex hujus (fi fata finant ) celebrabitur Heres 

Herois divina, &» me digni{fima cura! 

Pallas G» hoc pofcit ; (proprio favet ila Miniftro,) 

Qui Divam colit,ac fimiles affurgit ad artes. 

Vincitur 
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Vincitur illecebris Dens 3 & jubet omine leto 
Stare dix, longofqne domume fupereffe per annos. 








A New 


5S ON G. 


"N Tivia the fair, in the bloom of Fifteen, 
S Felt an innocent warmth,as fhe lay on the green; 
She had heard of a pleafure,and fomething the gueft 
By the towzing & tumbling & touching her Breaft; 
She faw the men eager, but was at a lofs, 
What they meant by their fighing,& kiffing fo clofe; 
By their praying and whining 





And clafping and twining , 
And panting and withing, 
And fighing and kiffing 


And fighing and kiffing fo clofe. " 
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Il. 


Ah fhe cry'd, ah for a languifhing Maid 
In a Country of Chriitians to die without aid ! 
Not a Whig, ora Tory, or Trimmer at leaft, 
Or a Proteftant Parfon, or Catholick Prieft, 
To inftru& a young Virgin, that is at a lofs 
What they meant by their fighing,& kiffing fo clofe! 

By their praying and whining 

And clafping and twining, 

And panting and withing, 

And fighing and kiffing 

And fighing and kiffing {0 clofe. 


LIL 


Cupid ‘in Shape of a Swayn did appear, 


He faw the fad wound, and in pity drew near, 


Hh Then 
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Then how'd her his Arrow, and bid her not fear, 
For the pain was no more than a Maiden may bear; 
When the balm was infus’d the was not at a lo&, 
What they meant by their fighing & kiffing { clofe; 

By their praying and whining, 

And clafping and twining, 

And panting and withing, 

And fighing and kiffing, 

And fighing and kiffing {0 clofe. 





SONG 
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SON G. 


O tell Amynta gentle Swain, 
G. wou’d not die nor dare complain, 
Thy tuneful Voice with numbers joyn, 
Thy words will more prevail than mine; 
To Souls oppreS'd and dumb with grief, 
The Gods ordain this kind releif; 
That Mufick fhou'd in founds convey, 
What dying Lovers dare not fay. 


II. 
A Sigh or Tear perhaps the’ll give, 
But love on pitty cannot live. 


Hh 2 Teli 
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Tell her that Hearts for Hearts were made, 
And love with love is only paid. 

Tell her my pains fo faft encreafe, 

That foon they will be paft redrefs 5 

But ah! the Wretch that {peechlefs lyes, 
Attends but Death to clofe his Eyes. 








On the Death of 


Mr. Oldham. 


N the Remains of an old blafted Oak, 
OD vinoan of himfelf} Menalcas lean'd; 
He fought not now in heat the thade of Trees, 
But (hun‘d the flowing Rivers pleafing Bank. 


His Pipe, and Hook lay {catter’d on the Grats, 
Nor 














of MISCELLANY POEMS 469 





Nor fed his Sheep together on the Plain, 

Left to themfelves they wander'd out at large. 
In this lamenting ftate young Corydon 

( His friend and dear Companion of his hour ) 
Finding Mexalcas, asks him thus the Caufe. 


Corydon, 


Thee have I fought in every thady Grove, 

By purling Streams, and in each private place 
Where we have us‘d to fit and talk of Love. 

Why do I find thee leaning on an Oak, 

By Lightning blafted, and by Thunder rent > 
What curfed chance has turn’d thy chearful mind, 
And why wilt thou have woes unknown to me? 
ButI would comfort, and not chide my Friend, 
Fell mé thy grief; and let me bear a part. 


Hh 3 Menalcas 
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Menalcas. 
Young Aftrophell is dead, Dear Aftrophell, 
He that cou’d tune fo well his charming Pipe, 
To hear whofe Lays, Nymphs left thetr criftal {pring, 
The Fawnx, and Dryades forfook the Woods, 
And hearing, all were ravifh’d — {wifteft ftreams 
With held their courfe to hear the Heavenly found, 
And murmur’d, when by following Waves preft on, 
The following Waves forcing their way to hear. 
Oft the fierce Wolf purfuing of che Lamb, 
Hungry and wildly certain of his Prey, 
Left the purfuit rather than loofe the found 
Of his alluring Pipe. The harmlefs Lamb 
Forgot his Nature, and forfook his Fear, 
Stood by the Wolf, and liftned to the found. 


He cou’d command a general peace, & nature wou'd 
This Youth, this Youth is dead, The fame difeafe 


That 
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That carry’d {weet Orinda from the World, 
Seiz’d upon Aftrophel! — Oh let thefe Tears 
Be offer'd to the Memory of my Friend, 

And let my Speech give way a while to Sighs. 


Corydon. 

Weep on Menalcas, for his Fate requires 
The Tears of all Mankind, General the lof 
And General be theGrief. Except by Fame 
I knew him not, but furely this is he. 

Spencer and Fobnfon. 
Who Sung Learn'd Colén's,and great HE gon's Praife, 
Dead e’re he liv'd, yet have new Life from him. 

Rochefter. 

Did he not mourn lamented Byon’s Death, 
In Verfes equal to what Byon wrote ? 


Hh 4 Menalcas. 
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Si a 
Menalcas. 

Yes this was he (oh that I fay he was ) 

He that cou’d fing the Shepherds deeds fo well, 

Whether to praife the good he turn‘d his Pen, 

Or lafhd thegregious follies of the bad , 

In both he did excell 

His happy Genius bid him take the Pen, 

And di@ated more faft than he cou’d write: 





Sometimes becoming negligence adorn’d 

His Verfe, and nature fhew'd they were her owa, 
Yet Art he usd, where Art cou’d ufeful be, 

But {weated not to be correctly dull. 


Corydon, 


Had Fate allow’d his Life a longer thread, 
Adding experience to that wondrous fraught 
Of Youthful vigour, how wou'd he have wrote ! 


Mr. 
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Mr. Dryden, 
Equal to mighty Pax's Immortal Verfe, 


He that now rules with undifputed fway, 
Guide of our Pens, Crown’d with eternal Bays. 


Menalcas. 


We wih for Life, not thinking of its Cares 5 

I mourn His Death, the lof of fuch a Friend, 

But for himfelf he dy’d in the beft hour, 

And carry'd with him every Mans applaufe, 

Youth meets not with detractions blotting hand, 
Nor fuffers ought from Envies canker’d mind. 
Had he known Age, he wou'd have feen the World 
Put on its uglicft, but its trueft Face, 

Malice had watch’d the droppings of his Pen, 

And Ignorant Youths who wou'd for Criticks pafs, 
Had thrown their fcornful Jefts upon his Verfe, 
And cenfur’d what they did not underftand. 


Such 
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Such was not my Dear Alfropbel/: He'sdead, 
And | fhall quickly follow him, what's Desth, 
But an eternal fleep without a Dream ? 
Wrapt in a lafting darknefs, and exempt 
From hope and fear, and every idle paffion. 


Corydon. 


See thy complaints have mov'd the pittying Skies, 
They mourn the death of Aftrophell in Tears. 

Thy Sheep return’d from ftraying,round they gaze, 
And wonder at thy mourning. Drive ‘em home, 
And tempt thy troubled mind with eafing fleep, 


To morrows chearful Light may give thee comfort. 


Fiineas 
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On the 





Kings-Houte 


Now Building ar 


WINCHESTER. 


A S foon as mild Avgu/tus cou'd aflwage 
A bloody civil Wars licencious Rage, 


He made the Bleffing that He gave increafe, 

By teaching Rome the fofter Arts of Peace. 

The Sacred Temples wanting due repair, 

Had firft their Wounds heal’d with a Pious care, 


Nor 
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Nor ceas'd his Labour, till proud Rome out-vy’d 
In glory all the fubje& World befide. 

Thus Carles in Peace returning to our Ifle, 
With Building did his regal cares beguile. 
London almoft confum’d, but toa Name, 

He refcues from the Fierce devouring Flame; 
Its Hoftile Rage the burning Town exjoy'd, 
For he reftor'd as faft as that deftroy'd : 

Twas quickly burnt, and quickly built again, 
The double Wonder of his Halcyon Reign. 

Of Windfor Caftle (his belov’d Retreat 

From this vaft City troublefomely great, ) 
"Twas Denham * only with fuccefs cou'd write, 
The Nations Glory and the Kings Delight. 

On Winchefter my Mule her Song beftows, 

She that {mall Tribute to her Country owes. 





* In his:Coopers Hill. 


To 
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To Wenchefter let Charles be ever kind, 

The youngeft Labour of his fertile mind, 

Here ancient Kings the Brittifo Scepter {way'd, 

And all Kings fince have always been obey’d. 

Rebellion here cou'd ne’re ere&t a Throne, 

For Cherles that Blefling was referv'd alone. 

Let not the ftately Fabrick you decree, 

An Immature, abortive Pallace be, 

But may it grow the Miftrefs of your Hearr, 

And the full Heir of WRezs ftupendous Art. 

The happy {pot on which its Soveraign dwells, 

With a juft pride above the Citty {wells, 

That like a Loyal Subje& chofe to ly 

Beneath his Feet with humble modefty. 

Faft by a Reverend Church extends its Wings, 

And pays due homage to the beft of Kings. 

Nature, uke Law, a Monarch will create 

He’s {cituated Head of Church, and State. 
The 
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The graceful Temple that delights his Eye, 

( Luxurious toil of former Piety} 

Has vanquifh'd envious times devouring rage, 
And, like Religion, ftronger grows by Age. 

It {tems the Torrent of the flowing years, 

Yet gay as Youth the Sacred Pile appears. 

Of its great Rife we no Records have known, 
It has out-liv'd all mem’ry but its own. 

The Monumental Marbles us affure, 

It gave the Da#ifs Monarks Sepulture. 

Here Death himfelf inthrones the Crowned Head, 
For every Tomb’s a Palace to the Dead. 

But now my Mufe, nay rather all the Nine, 

In a full Chorus of applaufes joyn, 

Of your great Wiccam, 

Wiceam whofe Name can mighty thoughts infufe, 
But naught can eafe the travail of my Mufe, 
Prefs'd with her Load, her feeble {trength decays, 


And fhe’s deliver’d of abortive praife. 
Here 
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Here he for Youth eretts a Nurfery * 
The great Coheirefs of his Piety ; 

[ trace, 
Where they through variousT ongues coy knowledg 
This is the Barrier of their learned Race, 
From which they ftart, and all along the way 
They to their God, and for their Sovereign pray, 
And from their Infancies are taught obey. 
Oh! may they never vex the quiet Nation, 
And turn Apoftates to their Education. 
When with thefe objets Charles has fill’d his fight, 
Scill freth provoke his feeing Appetite. 
A healthy Country opening to his view, 
The cheerful Pleafures of his Eyes renew. 

[ peed, 
On neighbouring Plains the Courfers wing’d with 
Contend for Plate the glorious Victors Meed. 
Over the Courfe they rather fiy than run, 
In a wide Circle like the radiant Sun. 





The Coll, near Wincheiter and new Coll. in Oxon. 
Then 
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Then frefh delights they for theiz Prince prepare, 
And Hawks (the {wift-wing’d Courfers of the Air,) 
The trembling Bird with fatal haft purfue, 

And feize the Quarry in their Mafters view. 


[ found, 
Till like my Mufe, ar’d with the Game they've 
They ftoop for eafe, and pitch upon the Ground. 





FIN iI S. 
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THE 


EPISODE 


Of the Death of 


CAMILLA 


Tranflated out of the Eleventh Bcox 


of Virgils Aneids ; 
By Mi STAFFORD. 


N Death and wounds Camilla iooks wita 
O joy; 

Freed from a Breaft, the fiercer to deftroy. 
Now, thick as hail, her fatal darts fhe flings 5 


The two ede’d Axe now’on cheir Helmetsriazs. 


li FY .; 
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Her fnoulders bore Diava’s arms and bow: 
Andif, too ftrongly preft, fhe fed before a foe, 
Her faafts, revers’d, did death and horror bear, 
And found the rath; whodurft purfve the fair. 
Near her fierce Tulle, and Turtera ride, 

And bold Larira conquering by her fits. 

The above all Cuwiila’s brealt did {nares 

For Faith in peace, and gallantry in War. 

Such were the Térecian, Ameunenvia: bands, 

When firft they dy d with blood Zécrizodcons fands. 
Sech Froops Huppelita her {lf cid head, 

And fuchthe bold Penthefilea led, 

When Female fhouts alarm’d the trembling fields, 
And glaring beams {hot bright,from Maiden fhields. 


Who gallant Virgin, who by thee were flain ? 


What gafping numbers ftrew’d upon the Plain? 


Thy : 
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Thy Spear firft through Exmenixs paffage found 5 
Whole torrents gufh’d out of his mouth andwounds 
VVith gnafhing Teeth, in pangs, the Earth he tore, 


And rowl’d himfelf, half delug’d, 1a his gore. 


Then haplefs Pagafus, and I jris bleed - 
The latter reining up his fainting Steed 5 
The firft as to his aid he {tretch’d his hand, 
Both atan inftant, headlong, ftruck the fand. 
Her Arm Amafirus next, and Tereas feel. 
Then follows Chromis with her lifted Steet. 
OF all her Quiver not a (haft was loft, 
But each attended by a Trojan Ghoft. 
Strong Orphitus, (in Arms unknown before, ) 
In Battle, an Apulian courfer bore. 
His brawny back wrapt in a Bullocks skin, 
Upon his head a VVolf did fiercely grin, 


It 2 Sboye 
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ee Eee 


Above the refthis mighty Shoulders fhow, 

And he Icoks down upon the Troops below : 

Him (and ‘twas eafie, while his fellows fled ) 

She ftruck along, and thus fhe triumph’d while he 
bled. 

Some Coward Game thou didft believe to chace, 

But, Hunter, fea Woman ftops thy race: 

Yet to requireing Ghofts this Glory bear, 


Thy Soul was yielded to Camilla’s Spear. 


The mighty Bates next receives her lance, 
(While Breaft to breaft the Combatants advance,) 
Clanging between his armours joy nts it rang 


While onhis Arm his ulelefs Target hung. 


Then from Orflochxs, in Circle runs, 


And follows the purfuer, while fhe fhuns. 


For 
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For ftill with craft a narrow ring fhe wheels, 
And brings herfelf up to the Chafers heels. 

Her Axe regardlefs of his Prayers and groans, 
Shecrafhes thro’ his Armour, and his bones. 
Redoubled ftroakes the vanquifh’d Foe fuftains, 


His reeking face befpatter‘d with his brains 


Chance brought unhappy Assis to the place: 
Who ftopping fhort, ftar'd wildly in her face. 
Of allto whom Liguria frand imparts, 

(Vhile fate alhow’d that fraud, he was of (btleft 

Artss 
Who, when he faw he cowd not than the Fight, 
Strives to avoid the Virgin, by his flight. 

And crysaloud, what couray¢ can you fhew, 
By cunaing horfemanfhip, to cheat a fue ? 
Forego your borfe and {trive not to betray . 
But dare to combat a more equal way. 


Ii 3 Tis 
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* Fis thus we fee who merits glory beft. 

So brav’d, fierce indignation fires her breaft, 
Difmounted from her horfe, in open field, 

Now, firft fhe draws her f«ord,and lifts her Shetld. 
He, thinking that his cunning did fucceed, 

Reins rcund his Horfe, and urges all bis {peed, 
His golden rowe!l’s hidden in his fides: 

When thus his ufelefs fraud the Maid derides : 
Poor Wretch, that {well'{t with a deluding pride, 
In vain thy Countries little Arts are try’d. 

No more the Coward tha! behold his Sire, 

Then plies her feet, quick as the nimble fire, 

And up beforc his horfes head fhe {trains 5 y 
When, feizing, with a furious hard, his reins, 
She wreaks her fury on his {pouting veins. 

So, from a Rock, a Hawk foars high above, 


And ina Cloud with eafe o’retakes a Dove. 


His 
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His pounces fo the grappled foe affail 5 


Aud biocd and feathers mingle ina hail, 


Now Jove, to whom mankind is ftillin fight, 
With more than ufual care beholds the fight. 
And urging Tarchoz on, to rage infpircs 
The furious deeds to which his blood he fires, 

He (pars through tlaughter, and his failing Troops, 
And with his voic: lits every arm — 
He fhouts his uatein every Seuldiers car 


Reviiing chus the feirits, wuich he cheares, 


Ye tham’d, and ever branded Trrteze Race 
From whence this terrourjand your Soul’s fo bale ¢ 
When tencer Vireinstriupmiin ihe dicld, 
Letevery brawny arm, let fali his thaud, ¢ 


v 


And break the Coward (word he dare rot ¥ veild. 3 


li 4 Not 
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Wor iius you fliethe daring fhe by night 5 

Nor Goblets, that your drunken throats invite. 
This isyour choice, when with Jewd Bacchanals, 
Y're end by the fat Sacrifice, it waits not when it 


( calls. 


Thus having fatd, 





He Spurs, with heaciong rage, among his Foes, 
Asif he only had his life to-lofe. 

And meeting Venulus his arms he clafps 5 

The armour dints beneath the furicus grafps. 
High from his Horfe the {prawliag Foe he rears, 
And thwart his Courfers neck the prize he bears. 
The Trojans fhout, the Latives turn their eyes 5 
While fwift as lightning airy archon flies. 

Who breaks his lance, and veiws his armour round, 
To find where he might fix the deadly wound 5 
The Foe writhes doubling backward on the horfe, 


And to defend his throat oppofes force to force. 


As 
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As when an Eagle high his courfe does take, 
And in his gripeing tallons, bears a Snake, 
Athoufand folds the Serpent cafts and high skie, 
Setting his foeckled Scales, goes whiftling thro’ the 
The fearlefs Bird, but deeper goars his prey, 

And thro’ the Clouds ke cuts his airy war, 

So from the midft of all his enemies, 

Triumphant Tarchor {natch’d anc tore his prize, 
The Troops, that fhrunk, with emulation, prefs 


To reach his danger now, to reach at his fuccefs. 


Then Arans doom’d, in fpight of all his art, 
Surrounds the nimble Virgia with his dare. 
And, flily watching for his time, would try 
To joyn his fafety with his treachery. 

Where e’re her rage the bold Camilla fends, 


There creeping Arums filently attcnds, 


When, 
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When tir’d withcoaquering, fhe retiresfrom fight, 
He fteals about his hor{c, and keeps her in his fight. 
In all her rounds from him fhe cannot part, 


Who fhakes his treacherous, but inevitable Dart’, 


Chloreas, the Pricft of Cjbele,did glare 
In Phrygian Arms remarkable afar. 
A foaming Steed he rode, whofe hanches cafe, 
Like Feathers, Scales of mingled Goldand brafs. 
He clad inforreign Purple, gaul'd the Foe 
With Cretan arrows froma Lycian bow. 
Gold wasthat bow, and Gold his Helmet too : 
Gav were his upper Robes, which lofely flew. 
Each Limb wascover'd o're with fomething rare, 


And ashe fought he glifter’d every where. 


Or that the Temple might the Trophies hold, 
Or elfeto fhine her felf in Trojaz Gold : 


Him 
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Him the fierce Maid purfues thro’ all her Foes 5 
Regardlefs of the life the did expofe : 
Him eytsalone, to other dangers blind, 


(mind. 
And Manly force employs, to pleafe a Virgins 


His-Dart now Aruns, from his ambufh, throws; 


And thus to Heav’n he fends bis coward Vows. 


Apollo, oh thou greateft Deity / 
Patron of bleft Soradis, and of mes 
( For weare all thy own, whcle Woods of pine 
We heap in Piles, which to thy glory fhine. 
And when we trample on the fire, our foles , 
By thee preferv’d, contemn the glowimg coals 3) 
My mighty Patron make me wipe away 
The fhame of this difhonorable day. 
Nor {poils nor triumph from the deed I claim 


But truft my futureactions with my fame. 


This 
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This ragetng Female Plague but overcome, 


Let me return uathank'd, inglorious home, 


Apollo heard, to haif his pray’r inclin’d :. 
The reft he mingles with the fleeting wind. 
He gives Camilla’s ruin to his pray’r: 

To fee his Country , that was loft in Air. 

As finging o’rethe field, the Javelin flies, 
Upon the Queen the army turn their eyes. 

But fhe, intent upon her golden prey, 

Nor minds, nor hears it cut the hifling way, 
Fill-in her fide it takes its deadly reft- 

And drinks the Virgin purple of her breatt. 
The trembling Amazons runto her aid, 

And in their arms they catch the falling Maid. 
More quick than they the frightned Arsas flies, 


And feels a Terrour mingled with his joys, 


He 
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He trufts no more his fafety to his Spear ; 


Ev'n her expiring courage gives him fear. 


Soruns a Wolf fmear’d with fome Shepherds 
blood, 

And ftrives to gain the thelter of a Wood, 
Before the Darts his panting fides affail, 
And claps between his Leggs his fhivering Tail, 
Confcious of the Audacions bloody deed, 
As Arwns feeks his Troops {ttretch’d on his {peed, 
Where in their Centre, quaking, he attends, 
And skulks behind the Targets of his friends. 


She ftrives to draw the Dart but wedg'd among 
Her Ribs, deep tothe wound the Weapon clung 5 
Then fainting roules in death her clofing eyes, 


While from her Cheeks the chearfu) beauty flies. 


To 
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To Acca thus the breaths her laftof breath : 
Acca that fhar’d with her im all, bue death . 

Ah Friend! you once have feen me draw the bow, 
But fate and darknefs hover round me now. 
Make hafte to Luraus, bid him bring with {peed 
His frefh Referves, and to my charge fucceed, 
Cover the City, and repel the fce. 

Fhus having faid, her hands the reins forego; 
Down from her Horfe fhe finks, then gafping lies , 
In a cold fweat, and by degrees the dyes: 

Her drooping neck declines upon her breaft, 

Her fwimming head with {lumber is opprefts 

The lingring foul th’ unwelcom doom receives, 
And murm’ring with difdain, the beauteous Body 


leaves. 


kINT 5S, 


E RRA T A’. 


| haloes Table: Ode the 9th. Book the 1ft.of Horace; for tranflated by 
wnknown hand, read tranflated by an den. kph pes oe 2 
9.for whofe, read which. pref. pag. 13. lin-4. for no part, ne 
fathe Book it elf pag.a. lin.q . for wing read ns ellare etaly ag 
dain, read difclaim, Did lint sg» for Icou ‘d think fete Icou’d ad hink. 
cpr lin.. for foundations read foundation, pag.42. lint. ide and yet 
et Ilive. pag. 100. lin. the laft, fra ich,read with. pag, 
103. rad wd for Soul, read rianialgg 128. lin 8. for heat,read heart? 
pag-147- lin.3. for ne Apa w fre Pas 150. lin.6. for ufual,read un- 
ufual. pag. 408. Hn.3. for ad their beings. pag.460. in the la- 
tene verfes, betwixt t fourth a an ahhh line infert thefe two following verfes. 
Tien vero, aftate in medti, ftabula alta relinquunt, 
Seilicet, 9 tutas de certice trudere gemmas, 8c. 
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